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The first art takes pitue in an far pmr atd men; 

the St i anti i/i a mattrmt^ ha me: the third tn an arphamute, 
in iht first €ii t Sts UK ( iR Si i \ n a/, in the sunmi ,£f^, 
anti in the third mt she is fa, 

it ihnuhi fie anted that Sisrift CiRACls it mt a nun, 
She fieif4rt*is tn the nrder nf St, !*ineent A* Paul, uhhk ts 
dediiatrd ta the rare nf the $itk and the teat hints nf thd* 
dre%. The Sisters take their inns sear fiy year^ and they 
may renew them ur nut m they wish. 
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Thi n ff * f i / li HU h *s ^un t n, tiu* 

Hi i nniui /o? p i * H Um hi n li ff ^ Ih nuui i s 
IS sitii hhth stuns un U t u/r u / at U * 

thui ts UhiliJ ^Aiih ii fp«i. n t* aiH f af * * 

tht hit ts a *t iXf i s n tnt i , » aiUt *t t i 

sunn uf fhitu ft us iui ih * utf in tiu * t ni ij 

fuunimn uti fUtuIui h\ t uU i ^ « tni t* tnt %a 

htjiif und fnhiNtl ih }* 4 tiHt(iaf tat tt ti t hit t t f i u $u 

di^UfU* I p^ut thi fif/lit t n i\ tin u it uut pal a f * hah 

n ttmhfd h\ ttunhli Utps utu » u ttuun iUuf ts nuhit 
tm, I pon /hts ttttuu uptn iht lutut KthtHu s tu Hu tuums 
uhiih furt tHtfi thi sal*iits i nt ntf iht J a ft tint a s 

anti itiimt tuums r/f ih* ptutni mmnhs^ Hthu thi turn t 
tt iiiih stniu dufif sh(n%s iht iut^ mt*t fht hutt tu^Huis 
0/ iht hnttst * 

It ts iiuiumn, *ilu huits uf tbt phmt tins *mti iht si 
nutt hiiti iilruids tuntul nd md atnid ihtr th* tirnm 
inJuUthde is thittuf ft fltmimtt ftupff In tiu flwu (mis 
mt dtihUm and ihfj^sttnibimumsp mui upun tkti /rn^ 

a ftm last rusu ihn^n Ihnd inu n dutt up^m ih^ f>,ntks 
und siffit uhtre ihr uttiumn nmd hit hir*t*.n fhim 

It u thi ufttrnnnn uf u ilt it hiuhi ii*tt»htr du^ in 
Cmtilt* Tht sun tmn hu/ws in u/ tk* $h ts lit H Huua 
ruhtm wkuk fuJt ufftt h httit tn u pulbu ihui li 
(mi^hUntdn iht^fh H iht ftemn*^ 

GAHRtrt, nnt nf ihr nid pmnunttu 11 m u hrmh 

tmehin^ pint nuts with a tinnt ih n ti ihtn nhi 
mm^ $krmk within his btue umfmm* Hut ht u m shurp 
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li i t 


a nudle ami ns Ir ^ \ 4 ^ r * . 

7W/n expr i s^lft ili s \ f HK Ih t * f ^ fH 

all ilii ui th ih i 

Tk%) S\0 ft M I nd t i * i .1 I « y- / f * a 

fftrix^ardii ttiiitnils % $ m ^ n t * it * ti ^ ^ II i m 

/ «f ^ tut lit} fi/nstdit ht d ht uj ^ i U i ** i 

tism. 

JnutluT fdd nun />#*i mtt at tlu / s thm i th 

Tin OiD Mw. lit d lift in ru 

r. Siiinr t<, \i 
I 7' hi fdd ftian pui^ii an ] 

GABltin Ami i hi jiufthil ahrmorm it \ to 

sit and mu s bori#'*^ in sUih m I ht r sun 

lUf ftntK ft halt ihfdi Inunh ♦ (dl 

ihitt hi t%(ii ipfdtn tu Ht n h i ( JJlin4/ 

itnd atVfK nn nnuLif huf a Hfunt, an 

trarkm^ hn nutt and as 'rR\j\\n him h Ut 

nne aui, rtnd^ j 

GasuH! . Havr 

fTR<^jAso liifih htm up und dmin utth ^utfr un 
Ol^wpif dndam»} 

*Tuajan€K Wh,it ts that* prti} ^ 

Oasr^l. a pini^ niit. 

Trajaso* fCantfinpfunrti/^ ] A pinr nut! 

[For it// hi$ roniimpt, hmiftet h fakrt ^ nni tkf 
ume ufftred him, hui a wMf hnndlul thai mt 
ihftf frnrifd, md mumhn ikrm <#i hf talh ] # 

Tiujano* And! how did %o« rnmr h> thr«e, nu^ I 
ftik? 

Garriil. Sister Jmefita gave them In me* 

Trajano* The ctKik! Oh indeed ♦ , . fikhed them 
out of our tomorrow** drfseit* did *hf ? 

Garriiu Noi she did not, Tlirse are not Ai^lum pine* 
mu* The^ «re tome that were specially gi^en to the 
Sisters by the Warden * * , God Mm him. file polile/jr 
iif$s kb ksdll 
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Tr\j\*\o. [If^uh lil-imtiidid e/i')*] I I 
... IS that d ncu hut vuu\e 

UxBRlLL, [fi ifh ruisihte'fjus j \f% in 

deed . . . it’i. a neu hat. 1 had it dealt tu me this 
morning. 

Trvj^no. Sister Martma ga\f if t<} um, <hd shr.^ 

G\brill. [Diiwhttii ihdt Tr\j\\u u h%tng hit 
tempt r.] Yes, Seiior * . • Sifter Mirtina. 

Tr\j\no. Thats fiat fasountiMn! There are hits 
about mudi vs’ojse than >inir hat was 

[CjAURifL snnhs evtn mw mtJtt mmly , md 
JAKO bf^im tu xntlk up and duun attain, ^fumidin^ 
to himalf,] 

Trajano, But as long as you tan get round the Sis* 
tm . . • ! Pull . . . ihats all ii is . , . pull! 
denl^ stopping/ in front of (JvBRlii j ia»ok here nmv . . . 
how (la jou tirirk it . « . eserj Sister in the platr ready to 
black ycnir boot's for you? 

GABRno. {Still ktfth/v delkhtrd,] The Sisters do 
treat me better than I deservei no doubt , * * because, I 
should say, they arc lulies who know how to value j?nod 
breeding. And . , . tbmigh I say it that shouldn’t . * , 
I have breeding! 

Traiano, You’re a snob . , , that’s what you are, 

(lABRiiu Well, Vd sooner be a snob than an anarchist! 

Trajano. Are you referring to me? 

GAERirt. If the cap fits you can wear it, 

* [Trajano atinin looks him up md down mth m 
pteme disdain, md then mumes fih paemp,. whdt 
Eiirt ^ufs bark to ifarkin^ his nuti.] 

Gabriei.^ Not walking out thk afternoon? 

Trajano. Are you addrei^ing me? 

GAERiEt, iUrb&nel$t,] Yes . , , if I may to lir ptt* 
fume. 

Trajano. [RHtmnp a tittle,] No, Seflor , * , I tfii 
not going out, 

(lAiRiEU For a very giAid leastm, I'm sure. 
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Tr^j xnu. I li.ur nn wi-li hi uui. 
jCiXiiRii f- Lu*/hs 

Trxjxxo. And xvhal tlie^ tlfnil tn* v<m ^rnnnni^’ at * 
iJ.xRRiiL. <)ii . * . Fill suufv^ m 'u t tuj ih»* 

j'FRAjxSf) mhfft**ftihs him n 

CiXHRin. Fuk wlifn* x uj a rnin i^n tn ^vitluit i 
in ht\ fNKkei ^ 

T'RXMNfn 'Fhank \nu . . 1 h iW all tiu* inf»nt^ I 
nwd. And tii take xou v\ifh mr . , . st I uantni 

to. IaM>k hrrtf! 

\lft ink* h nu! hh putktt t*nti uut fif ikr pntkit 

htiuk a ffiliitii pinr np pap$r, und utfh /;rA/f rarr ht 
prtidurrs a nltn CiXRRill drift i up und 

(it ihf muHr^ m if a miruitt hud futi han ptffnrmi^d.] 
Gaisrih.. a Ksrta! 

'FuAfA^o. IFfiiJiruit it mvti^ (t^uin if hi feaftd 1/ 
fvupnmtiu 1 fs Krfior . . ► and rarord hv hotir*vl 
ttal . . . not In Inkuit; proplf*H iiiari ^tm , » 

like mmtt I know, 

CiAiiRiii,. Fiiking pi*<i|drs , . , 1 I>o xou mean that 
hr mt? 

Tmajano. Aim, my irirnd * . . if thr rup fits 3^011 can 
woir it, 

fTAi/ time GAmtilsL ii/f dntjun in a $uti, ThaJano, 
rheered hf hh Httfr rrf*enitf, xtarit ht$ paeinf &§mn 
itubsf finumhts mi hut wnrdx hkr u viff Cfrm^.] 
Trajano, a fiescta * . . Yrx» SrtWr CJahrirF IM# 
pmmmmen the mme unth uite* tnntrmpt*] yen, tndml , , , 
R The Warden gave it ine ,, , iUnl hlw him 

Imd he iatn tiff hh hut in irmir imitaitm] tor inmding i 
kick fmr him. IVe no need to lower mv^K to pmying tn 
the Saints wlien { donV hriteve in rhetn , . • m that the 
Stateri thill ran after me md %|»nil me Trajann Fer- 
fiaiidlttK^ mnicieiiee k n<fi to he htmihi with a imndiuA nf 
fTAen /al/otoi a tnkmn puutf fill A# «ayf.} 
And il I do not walk oat this nhmmm « * # and if m* 
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mains ut U u^rt’irr 1 dti tnu tn tv t . , f hi t 

not the remute-'t intention ot nist ti'kin*, h m tin 

iad>-bhhop aL\e. 

CyAiiRtLL. Ladv-lh h<ip! \I> >4o< (I man ... n son 
want to hpeak ot ^lstei Alanueia lant sui ^ !ui 

proper name u> ever> othei wtU-intiiiu tl , i Joe-/ 

[GABRIiLL fhis, !lui 1 u f*ul^ 

lmghs.\ 

Gabricu Dor^t laiii^h * . . Jon t ! ai a i; . It 
makes me ver>f 

Trajano. 1 JidiJt itintei thr title < n hit! 1* e 
Iain calls her that - . . .md the UaiJen . . . ( » »ii hits- 
him. And so do the parish prhst and tin* d v*oj and all 
the other sisters. Ami quite n^lu too . .ha a nioje 
dictatorial vunnan was ne\er horn. 

Gabru h* And so she should !h% \\ hat el e h «-he the 

Superior for? 

Trajano. But as for jours truK lu t iIin no or lers 
from any Sister of Mersj. Don’t the ruhs la) it dmin 
that wc have a rfj;ht to ttalk out on j4 Snmlaj atternoon^ 
Do they or ciun^t they? Wtl! if ihe) do , , . »t*U take 
a ton of pine-nuts t<f nuke me go asking le.ue from a lot 
of petticoats » . . as it I %\as a schiiolboj, I’hank jt*u 
* * * I left school some time ago, 

GABRihU \Bvt%vfen hU tffik.] Where the> didn't 
teach you manners anj htjw ! 

[/if ki^ms tn pick up the nut$he}h thui 
Wr scutierf d md puts ikem with his mi*n iitro a hlue 
md white cherked pucket-hmdken htff.\ 

Trajano. What's that you're doing? 

Oabrieu Picking up the nutshflls you threw akiut* 
You know well enough that Sister Manucia doctn*t like 
to see rubbish lying around. 

TftAjAMO. There again 1 Tidy up! 

Vm fed up with being told to tidy up. Don't throw nut- 
shells about! Don't spit! Wipe your boots before enter- 
ing a room . . « so that the lady-biiihop can show off her 
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nice \va\ed tu the \isitrr-. \S i h u ui iue once a 

day * * . and \usir hands tuiu* a li u it h . . and 
vour tcet cinv hatuid«H, ia,n tin» ! \nd » it tj a 
weren't enuu^di , , . t ke a h*,*h t ti, t*<n m riuSs! \n 
I a nuin nr a Ua^u . , . w ’u . . inM* 

me wine. mdiiii . * , a **' i i tv i » d n(ir»i 

* * » that H it ue III ed . . • 1 I m l» » n ^ \\\a 

an id«4 to put a pUu* Lki thj n t « ihi u* t ut ut 
I'hanrv! Wumtn d<# out undti t uui nan* \u\ I i ;<ht 
or not ^ 

\Si4/hme/ in nfiitt nf hlm^d( \ \\ ell . * * 

about the water . . . an«l a!«»ut tfie uine , . . win* 

I think \ou are. 

[Ji thn mftmtnt a hah /*/ unmfu% (utmhttt 

« hftird^ anti Sisur ami SrsriH ftirss^ 

idme (ihtnf the path at the hail iutt\tuit t^ttuun them 
and iuifdl\ ahh If* mrf% un immtPto ni 

p^Uihtfi* The% are tntHfhunt humne, at //i# hmktt 
h 10 /«//, snme 0 / the pntntntr lap rnUmti mtt »of tu 
the i^rmnd* SisifR h n ^hl mnttun 

prtii^, and vtry r/m. SistiR ir 

nhttiit the mntf naf • hut ifpmm**nptai* tn huk nt» ktr 

fare htyh-tt^hufai* ithr iafh rather atfrttrditt and 
Mftf^^ennSfhus/y* ir^in^ ttf apptar aUntd j 

StSTtR CJricia. There tan fsnmr more y»4#Hl potatoft. 
Oo * t * thin baskets heavier than a mortal ^in. 

[SAr lets gu the handle, hut a» Snri n ]vi iasa keepi 
katd 0 / hers gumtitses of p^tatnes rail oirl m the hmket 

SiSTBft Gracia. {Still taaghing,\ Now we've done 
it! 

SisTiiR Juliana. Aie . . . ! Setter . . . Si«ter . . . 
don’t laush like th«t. Some one ffligiit lienr you. 

[GaMUELt rushes forward to hrl^ fwi up the pata- 
ftnw.1 

SiBinm Gracia. Thuik you, Gabriel. 
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Gabriel. Don't mentirm h, Stnunt^u 

Sister Gracia* Scnoiita! Wh\ i\er mu^t ;^ou call nw 
that ? 

Gabriel. Oh, Sefiorita, 1 ht*g jour pitdoii ... Si t<*r 
Gracia I meant to say- But I’m v> tr> th nk of >mi 
as * . . >au see. And though jou do uear the haint uoiv, 
1 can never forget that >ouVe tlie gxandd uigiuei 

• • . rest his soul, 

SiSTLR Gracia. Fm nohnth% grandJ uighter firre, 
Gabriel. I'm a Sister of Chailtv . . . and that\ all jou 
need to remember- [Tfun to 'Tr \j wo nho Mhuds 
majesitaiily indiffm nt.] And jou might help too , . » 
mightn't yout 

Sister Jeeianv. He help us! He\ an atheist. He'd 
like to see us all killed and eaten. 

Trajano. I am not an atheist ... I wMt no one 
killed and eaten. I am a Radiva! and a Fnetlunker. 

Gabriel. IMitlkmusls*] And a breemastm. 

Trajako. {Rounding m him.] liVs . . , and a Free* 
mason # . . and proud to he one. 

Sister JueI'\na# \Crmshtg ktrulf in lirror-l Ave 
Marta . * . hold your tongue . - . hold >our tongue. 

[Trajano turns very urntfmral and stAemn* lie 
is glad ia have shocked her, m he dtsUkes her ear- 
tremelyJ] 

Trajano. And of the Srottish Rite ... as is the Ger-^ 
man Emperor . * . and the King of England . . « and 
Kinii, Victor Emmanuel . . . who in 1 B 70 made Rome the 
capita! ol Italy. 

Sister Gracia. [Rallying him affectUmately*)^ Quite 
so - . f most suitable company for ya«» Fm sure. 

Trajano. [Gallantly.] And I was in your father's 
company too. 

Sister Juliana. Holy Vii^in! 

Trajano. an her,] Ye% Setora * * in 

the company of Lorenzo Benevidez ... an kmaured 
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tint il d * 

"I v\t K\i* Uuf I t » * » t * 

S <iiur t itSt j ih ^ 1 # ^ » i f 

If# a % la un i kr ^ a f * i ^ i \ 

\tul thunks 1 » t' e f> f ir s j i I t, 1 

iitjU'^tur But T ih «nil | r u 5 ) y 

Sfstl»Jin*N^ Sul thiti i f ^ i afK 

tabu 

'rHAJ’iso { fuimn*/ fart hrr it^rt uil\ ^ \ litHc n rr 

than Ht gfl litir . , Ui *4 h jw' ? [ i hf f t 

C$%hUA nffmn,] Su witirr pnMUgnl cl* m 

amtmratA « mt iimii rnt% 

\th hegim tn ttitni *4Jn i Sisnn ( i» U (n 
qmri him i«m f^huimih und ^ j/j j 

Slfi^Trn CiUAtlA Well i ilamii ivii Init >mi 

mtdn't chiike aver it Ami il 11 pak wp vomr i^t tJirvt 

potalu«$ CJail %\l\ revvardi vmw for iHit 
Tuajako I*.## hf $tfinp$ uith } I pnk 

up thme patatm for >inif ftiberi* <iaughier Hut * . • 
{TAe hhed ii tmhmp ra hi$ ktad } for all that* « da) wilt 
come •»««<}») Witt cfiitir • . 

SitrsM CtRACiA Whrfi %m and fmit Kmg of htigliind 
will cot off our headi . • we^rr <|ottr awaie of that* 
Ymf yooll cot off oiir bead* itid ttieii lae »li«li go firfighi 
to hetireti « « . and be ver) glad to get tlitre And nme 
we're then we ehiili ptny m C3od for fm ind get |oii to 
l^ry in ^At€ of fmmht% And with tbet beard and 
Mi bnid of foitn the^r mey arein miitike ynii for St 
Beter * » * who knoiiinil [ Tkm m li# lelri lit #eMieti ) 
Minf thifihi. 

tWiAwa IWtmmmf md The . * « 8o^ 

dll « # « Rteoiiithm ^ * * will mm « « » 



iici U IHL kiKGDOM Ol GOD 


[Hi nnli, fffi a hemht half Uith mt 

SlSiFR Graci\ 0Ot^ to him i^nd uipa tf t sutH fmms 
ku fofthiad ] ^ 

SiSTtR Gracia. Come no\\ • . . here> a \1 dt qms 
granddaiiiihter uiping jour fortheid for >on li^n mmh 
further um jour Sotial Rt^olution tike mu^ 

[Sl&lLR Jhiixw und G\BRiii mt puftint^ thi Insi 
potatois m thi huslit* Ski ioois up md/itrih und 
thin sa^s ] 

SBrrR Jbu^^\ iuster M inut! 

TrajanO. [Tr^intt to siruf/i/it to hn ftti and hit ti 
scared srhoolhoy ] The 1 uU-h whop ^ 

[SlsriR Gr\ci\ nst\ htr hand rn /i*f ihouidtr to 
quiet him as Sisti r M \ni i t \ iunu$ mnif\tuull% d tu n 
the marble sttps Sht it a uoman at lifts tntfqtttt a 
litilt harsh of spteth but qnnd nt htari Shi utars 
speeiaths J 

SiSTLR Man t FI A. I To tht tun What aie jou 

do<ng here^ 

SisiiR JuuANA. Picking lip the potitm^ ^ , the 
basket upseU 

Sister Manu&la. Couldn’t the gardener ha^e earned 
it for >ou? 

Sister Gracia. Well . ^ . itV bundaj >ou set * . 
and he was in such a hurrj to get down to the siUage 
There’s a dance on and his sweetheart was waiting for 
him So we told him . . begging jour pardon . . * that 

we ct^uld manage it ourselves quite well. 

SiSTiR Manuha. Well . . . don’t let it happen again 
You know that I don’t like the Sisters to carry such heavy 
loads. We all have our api>otnted tasks . . and Clod 

keeps us from failing tn those. 

Sister Gracia. 'Ves* Reverent! Mother. 

SiscrER Manuila. fTo the two old rmn J You two 
can carry it to the kitchen. A little exersiM^ won’t do you 
any harm. 



u /i// hiSi^ixni N/ [jti i 

L\ hu^i ^ j th knht.und 
SisrfR Mam u \ u pmsinti in unen ^^>nH idKMw 
diiams ht^ 

SisriK CJe^cia. Rnerenii M»Ahcr. 

SLSTiR 'M^^Vhh^. Wlut .fe Jt* 

SisiKR C5«i.uu. Mai I a^k a fauiMf* Wul jdu giU* 
Tfvi'tint) !<*4\e to iju mto t<*Hn^ * *li, t r a, 

StsijK %f\sit HA. \Vh\ tl» f o'r fr 4 i. O'* h*nu^li * 

hiiUR uf l^vnxt# uf ihi 

tnrnrt *•{ htr ru I Hr ilfj#* n't 1 kr fn 

hfsn R \^^\ t U U /* t oir hf tj*r ,i o wri/^, ] 

BfiMOse * - . I su|»jw/vf , , . tlif laA f lor If uriu hr 
cainr home dnmk, 

TftAj^.w. (/'irWi pttftfiitnii 1 Nor ilrtmk, Srnora 
» * . no, not realb drunk. 

SisTiR Mavi n A drunk a- *n «ihL Hair \ou 
forgottrn* pr.Ht fh.if ioo itinl in |u«Kl4im 4 Spanwfi Kr 
{luhlii' in thr imihilr ot Hupfirf / 

Sihrm <Jracia, But he jyri drunk todai, FI) 

ans^wrr for him, [To Traj^no | TlutV isn’t ii’* 
If yon rrn^t |t»i out mui Wiifi’r fumh «mr dfiip , . , now 
will you? 

fTRAJAKn ^etiuffs hit prfimtft h\ hmn0 ha rrttstid 
wiik mt>t:i the kirw.l 

SiSTrii Grach. Hirtr ... thr dRUghirr nl ih« intv 
tme of the firople ha* gone hail for >nu 

Sitrrt MAKUitA. Well ... I haitn*! much ermfi- 
flffice in him. Howeier, he cam ssn mi if he likn. What 
I do ncHt like, though, h hi« going alone. 

Oahuel. (C^nfrilfg.] If the Rf%^rendl Moihet wouM 
piidbiiaty prnnit me I aliould be niio«i hR|i|ry to Bmrnpmy 
bttn« 

TfujfAHO. lOmlit Mf #0 Afiwte//.] Pinaitel 

Sitim MhnvntA. fLoolin# at (jAiRiiul And 1 

huiimi^ tnig^ lalth fti him either. However , . , he off, 
hegh nf foil* You m%m hr bmk before dark . . « rtiiieiii* 
her (^Jle hats Trajamo ap ami dmim «ad Ae tramkht 
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under her And perhaps >nu’d oblige me bv making 

yourself look a little respectable beture >uu go. \ ou tv a 
grace to the iristitutiun. [TR\|\va puz- 

zled and eonfused,} How long since washed joar 
heaid? Theie aie wilil beasts in that jungle I e\p*\t. 
My fault! I should ha%'e made jou hha'.e bke the re*u 
Thajaxo. l^Iuch offendid.] me assure >014 

Sefioia, that this venerable beard hri'^ nvwt Inrboured . » . 

Sister Manuelv. ’i'ou put it in the basm next time 
and soap it well. And now . - . take that a’v^a^ {The 
potato basket J] at once, 

[Traj \NO and G\RR!rn grt fiut turr%htg the buskei 
between them, Tk\} saying he twetn hh tietk , . 
Trajano. JJefore the) made her a LuK -bishop she must 
have been Grand Imfuisitor of Spam , . , ! 

Sister Gracia. Thank you, oh» thank ><iu, Reverend 
Mother • . • and God reward jou. 

Sister Maxufxa, Hell come back as he always dors 
. . . and youll be to blame. Well, thatll teach >ou not 
to be so soft-'hearted* [Sister Gracia lmk$ ubaibed at 
rAir-l Cheer up ♦ . * there are visitors aiming for you. 
Sister Gracia- For me? 

Sister Makueea- Your fami!> telephoned they’d he 
here this afternoon * - • and quite mon. You can rrceise 
them in the garden here» if you like. 

Sister Gracia- Yts * - . thank you, Reverend Mother. 

[Sister Makuela note passes an and away\ 
• Sister Gracia sits on one of the benehes, md after a 
moment sighs penthely-’l 
Sister Gracia, - - - coming to see me I 
Sister Juliana. I Rather a/jsekmiy*} Well, aren’t 
you glad? 

Sister Gracia* Oh yes * of course . - « 1 shall be 
glad to see them * * * very glad. Though Mother will 
give me a bad ten minutes as usual. She can’t make up 
her mind to my being here- [TArn with an almost ehild* 
uk pemiim.} Well, no more can anyone else for that 
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tintriK Ni» (Jill u li tt ? I h < i f f 

h< i^chn vilv < ly u in ! i ! iu ^ f kn^ u 

I in nnr 4 init Hut imt s \ C * fl uukt . 

lijs di» 4 u" ttnm fh i ^ t in i B< 

sidfs %M nndnt u u! tt r ( t 1 y i ili u t i *»i ^ H 

t ill tM h m hi il in’* sn t ut t h ni u fh 1 

r«* uf nri n 4 unt 1 iut 1 1 ti t \ ti lu | s/ 

^^nis up /r*/r« thr Piu h ami f u fht ^ #4 # i hf * f r 

as it if* /ffuth iiUu} ihi \h *** * ff *f * r h i | W^ll 

Hfll . . ur in < 1 ! frrl M rf un ♦! < it n« Hint 

tu « 4 iifl rt don*! HI nuift tin u r i t i u 

f«rsilR JiithSAn {t»oai^tn,s ai h** if liSpff* t \ 

Of (tmrsv * , . 

SltsiiR Win .irr »nii 1 I j y nu Ih thif^ 

tufiJfi dmin ns tf «owr#Ai«i|? mifsht ht unn^ uif^ An 
drns 1 

SlHTiR Jt IHNA* 4 wmdff* M»n|lr\in Mn 

hai^r! JSA#- ^fttn up iu i*us% k m ti iakrt htf humi ) 

What do imnn Lniir^ list: tn u*t thrtnsrUryi 4 s\tm tiki 
that? 

Slltit Gii^ctA. {f>rffi4m^ hfi hand fmn} ) H<^p am) 
water <. » * ju^t nhat wr hate hrte 

SriTi.a JruANfi. Nnihmi^ r\w* 

Sirraa CitAClA* hatr amusfd m lAr nthfrU pus 
ikmif rari»iif>.} ViVl! * « * it ^il t wsk% nrr Rivrn 

Siffraa Jt IIANA. (Sii// murr iaprrl% j ) « W4^ 

^roiir grififllather a 4\Iar(|Ui%^ 

StiTta tfiiACi%. Tie?i, he W4». 

Sltrsa JvuAhA. And i^mir latber'a a mmt fm$»nrtiint 
ptnm yn Parliament^ 

SifUtt OtACiA* Well, . he'» one of the fttofile 

wIn> make mm fioiw tlieir. 

Swria JiiiiAiirA. I . fl#*Aieaetrr ski aiet /An 

llAiwrfA# kstlf rAoAei mtk fapmsm*} Dm) |oii et^tr tee 
tlw 

Sitfiii GiuaciA* Yea , . * often* 

Sum lumnA* CtcMe lof 
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Or%u%^ Quire dose. About a fortni^^H hi am 
I came here on probation I dancing with him. 

SiSTLR JiLlfW*^. [Her e^is starting ft urn hir 
Dancing with him!! 

SisiiR GR\Cf\, [Qutft strnph*] \ ts . . , at u hte 
some San Sabastian ladies gi\e for tlic shipnriikid 'oil- 
men, 

fSiSTiR JCLrwK ts /orn i/i‘tijueen hit fiur of dn 
iusanff somithtntf ^ht thmkf sviful and htr dt^ire in 
knmv ti at all hazards ] 

Sis HR ^Vas it . , fun.^ 

SiSTiR CjRAcn. lor the Kmg’^ 

SisriR l^or jou 

SiSTiR Graci\. For Oh , . , when I hear the 

hand organ that stops outside the gate eser\ morning ♦ , 
if you onlj knew^ how hatd it to stop in\seU taking a 
turn round the r(R>m with the maust diatr^ 

SiSTf R Jiru^N^A, \Prnfi\stnnali% andtilmd \ \fntlier 
of God . . . don't sa\ that. [Hut nftir a moment, mnrt 
curims than even] And at the * • , at that ball • » * did 
you wear a dress wnth a train to it^ 

SiSTtR CyRACiA. No • * . tlieyVe not m fashion* 

SiSTiR Juliana* [frith surh m tffnri, m tf $ht urrr 
kauUn^ €t bmkti nut of a well*} But * - » your dress 
was cut low, wasn't it? 

SiSTi'R Gracia* Just a little * * * down to here , * . 
that's all* 

SfSTFR Juliana. her$etff] Blessed Jesus 

. . * weren’t you ashaincd? I say ... did you put rouge 
on ? 

SisT&R Gracia* Why on earth should I ? 

Sister Juliana. [Lowrin^ her eyei h^poentuull^.\ 
They say all Society ladies do. 

Sister Gracia. Well, if they think they look fuo pale 
I daresay they do. 

SiSTRE Juliana. I say . . . and have you ever heeii 
to a theatre? 



Id r/iA hisuDOM ui uuD [Jar 

SisriR Gracia. Wrll» nf tour'-e. 

SiMtR Ji UANA. Tit’s of . . * whrn you ¥»rre 

Ui tht woild )nu thd .H tht»\ »<11 ihu { / hfn $ht ir?> 

$Q munsirous does tt Anr} youHe mr| 

novels f 

Sisrm (Gracia. {J iitHe tmpuiinf ui Well 

* . * Ii;iv en*t }ou? 

SisiiR Ji IJVN\. {Sf'indJhid,) If win, vuu kn *\\ 
I was an orphan anti hmoKht up m a wutvtnf ... so I 
nnrr had a cluuie, lllttn, hr i^*nuun^r pruhn^ htt 
fnr tht /iV. j 'rhats to say . . . ottte, a Innjt tour mn, 
I dill read ime. Another l^rouj^ht n u>, hidden in 
her dres^ and lent it us. {Pfudi^hh. mil utih a littie 
plfasure rfmainm^*] lilesved Je-u. . . . f widi I could 
fnrtitiet ateiit it. ‘'Chiudinr's Adientiiir'^ in Pans'* it was 
called. 

fSlSTITR (iRACIA <r<#ei uff jfM^i pftdt nf Im^htir^ 
mueh it* ikt oikn^i 

Sister Juijama. What are ym Liiiithin); at? Have 
yoii never read that? 

SiSTBR <»RACU. Tht girh I was brought up amungif 
didn*! read bnok^ of that Btiri, 

{A*-fcr tm^hx xfitlt md Sll»TfcR JrtiAMA ^rft tup mt»si 

SitrtR JvuAnA. Snicr • • . ytm ufHei me rxcmlingly 
by laughing like that. 

ikf 0tifi twards tkt Aouir unik mtttk dtp* 
RiVy.) ^ 

SiiTAR Gracia* Oh, don’t be angry . . . pletne. I 
didfi^t meairi to offend you « . * Sbter Juliana * » . Itsieo! 

Ciliri SiariR Jumaka Aa# mnmktd. Sistir Gracia 
it oil iki piximi a/ fixUtmmg ktr, wkm $k§ mttn 
Trajaho md OARRiit* ramifif eal mrm m arm.] 

Qamiiiu (kVy Any romiiiiiiicuui to «tie- 

cute in tcmi for the moii ticaiitiful of Skurm? 

ItorsR Giia€Ia» Nothings thank yout Have a gacMl 
tiaat don^t araite your mmisy* 
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Gabrieju. ifFith an insinuaiing laugh.'] No affair of 
mine! Senor Trajano ii» the capitalist todar. 

[Trajano h in a vtry bad humour bframe of the 
company that has been forced on him.] 

Trajano. I shall spend m% money if I want to • . • 
but I shall spend it on injself! 

Gabriel. {Magnanimously.] Man alive . * . whowant'^ 
your money? 

[The bell at the front gate is heard ringing.] 
Gabriel. Some one at the gate. 

[Don Lorenzo's toice is kuird susing. '*Dont 
trouble yourself. Sister, please. IFe knotv the 
Sister Gracia. {IFitk suppressed joy.] Father! 

[Don LoRKN^iO, I^Iaria Isikel. and f.rLU come 
along the path. Sister Gracia unrestraint dly throws 
her arms round her fathers neik, and then kisses her 
mother and sister.] 

Sister Gracia* Father * • * Father, how giKid to see 
you! Dear Mother! Lulu! 

Trajano. Lorenzo BenevidrA • . * friend of the 
People. \fie goes up and takes off his hat in fine style.] 
I salute the Tribune* 

[Trajano, having arc&mplhhed this, goes his way 
with great dignity. Lorenzo is a little surprised^ 
but most amiably returns the salute.] 

Lor enzo* < 5oo<i-a f ternoon. 

Sister Gracia. [To her mother.] How warm you 
look.* (Them to Lulu.] So do you. Sit down * * * it‘i 
shady here. 

MarIa Isaebi.. [As she sits, fanning herself.] Oh, my 
dear child * . . the heat . * . and the dust! And the 
road . . . seven times at least I thought the car had broken 
in two* It shows how much we must want to jsec you . . * 
when we take such a terrible journey* 

SisriR Gracia. But if you’ve a saint in the family you 
mmt expect to mdke theae hard pilgrimages. But it’s so 
food to see you. 
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\J is\i»n \ j hi t 1 f ' n pi ^ 1 ^ p «l j? Ks* 

Si>tiu CJuMJi W n\ nt ifiui 4\ ^ i*u re* %%\m% its 

im Ufrk in tht* kitihrn . . » 

ls*HBf!i Sif plow ... I «l >n I am ht hrir 

^Ixnit It. 

|7*«%fASa hfH iifpiirttii hu! CiMmiH M mr 

fhf fiftii n**h hr tipffri /lM M ^ 

K^KH., tilth titutl thhttmi* f*f lirpuirtm* fit ) 

CfABUtii. Will vnii 4 lhm% inr tti ii%»sh >aw 4 .iftrr 
mKm, Srmira.i \I ifi4 ls4l>fl*^ 

Mabia hAAii. \Hhmkh I lUtintnm 

StMlB <Jba< H, Ihm't %MM fnn^tm r Iniii* |f% (Mhiirl. 

CfABBlfl*. Unibrirl. SonmriU * v ilrt fa i>w* Utr 
Msir^iiH . . . now m gloi^ tJotl tost ht$ ixml* 

lli>owni*t tNr Srt^oitt*! rrmomlvr iiir^ I m not mi vonng m 
I WMt of ioursr, anil . . . [tit hifh* kimutf up gmJ dmin 
unik 0 iitiif tnHifk \ ihr tivrtv hoir isn*f i|oite so hnr m 
the MarqtibV . now m glor> Not ttnif I i%4nf to 

gnimbk • . . no milrf tl, iinr itiight hr moih worsr off* 
CiAiittiM. shmd$ tulkim it} 

SftTtli (ttACl% 0M i& kitr f Hiker uki* a pm mu up 
tmd Jimn» ntmilf $Hp$ her Imnd »h Aii* and wnlh 
wiik Mm, m tf ike meet a Idite pirL He ii mmed 
if ikk, Mdi kee kanS werf iipki^ h^h d^i n m her 
iemderlf. Bm he b iiiemi im* ] 

MmIa liAmu Yts, iiidf^ fm mi^t. Yon liavr » 
fMiticf m li?i in, «fiii « ftribrfi thtl i fntUbittiff unifhi mtf 
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>ou. What dungs are coming to I don’t kth u. An alms- 
house! Think ot ail the inunej th u s\ s ^pt ni on dn 
place . . * the famous jurtus thei gue lute, t^hen f u 
a girl * . , e%er 5 hod\ used to talk about them. 

Gabrhl. es . * . e\tn fiom the puipit. The Duke 
of Tone Blanca^ palace . . . these high places of our 
]Modcrn Babiion . . . that’s what his Grace the Aich* 
bKhop said. 

*\I \RfA IsABi u il these tieis vould -speak! 

Gybrul. [67rw<i/i«/; j 'FheY’d have some pre^v 
stories to tell! Ltiok here, Seilunt i , . . this arbour u-ul 
to be called the Bouer td Vemis And it hid a statue in 
it which his CJrace the Duke hid brought Irom Itah . . . 
a ver> female statue , , , the Senonta will understand me. 
And ncnV| jou see, the histers have put the blessed Saint 
Cajetano there instead * . oiir mediator in heaven, }/// 
rhuckln But the gfiosts that come walking l»*uk 

here must give him some very tpieer niglits of it. Oh, but 
all the l>cst gentlemen of Madrid iist*d to come here, . , . 

Maria Isabil, And the worst vuimen! 

GABRiEt. Well • .. . God created the one lot to bal- 
ance the other, I s»ppr>se* And a fine lot they were. I 
tell you . . » worth staring at. They made the house 
what it was . . . and what it K [lie rrmfidmimi 

and tmpori/mt.} For when his Grace the IXike went and 
died . * . hk Grace, now in glory . . , probably . . . 
oh, they say theyVe not very hard on you up there when 
It ban only been petticoats . . . when hh <lrace the Duke 
died here , • . for it was here he came back to die after 
trapesing all over the world • • . he*d hardly drawn hi« 
last breath when his two latest lady friends * . . one wa« 
fair and one was dark, and a pretty picture they made, 
I can tell you * • • they started to fill all the baskets and 
trunks in the place with whatever they could lay their 
hands on . ♦ . clothes, pictures, mirrors, tK«>k%, china . « . 
why, they took the very quilt off the poor gefitl«ttian*s 
bed, a satin quik it was, as thick as that, and cmbmidered 
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Skan a $f9$irnri } C Jn < him % »»i»f nv 

A ^oinI affrintH#!, m \*m Ihm K«>ffri/w 

I^m>N/o. I#<rtl W %%ith )tm 

[He 0 tti( him a tam **jf hr 

il 1 

CiAKHtn Hth nn . . * I iimh!n*f «hMtk it . I 
re»ll> <.t#wW«i*t 'Ihrrr** notimig th.it viarit lirir . . . 
th^nk |ou, thank >mi! |//# ^hnui ai iht tmn 

mi u m^trukrtmfi j |>«iwri4Sk nh. a fho¥i^a4i4 

thanka! 

StiTiH CSiAriA, Rim ulmg rmw ... run alunit 

[CiAiKIMI ii$appfar$, amUmphun^ ike nmn mi 
mmmmrn^ fistniKuN^ * Tua Mauca 

I&Alit nmmm imiid m iht munm mer ukal 

ike km imi kmri* Ll#ni frii njH mi mn peek 
iktmgk ihe min iht mknm, SisrfiH iiUAUh 

i$m knlii ktr fnikitU kani.] 
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SiSTFR lluw siknt >uu are, tether* Talk la 

me a Lttle, 

Lorcxzo. about? 

SiSTiR Gracia, About jouaelf. What are >ou busy 
at now? 

Lorenzo. The usual things. I m ratlier presM*d with 
, , , lots oi things to think about . , . and getting to ted 
rather old. 

SisifR Gracia. Old , miu^ bimt wlun prav ^ 

Lori N/o, 1 \er snae a uotain little gave up 

coming into m\ stiid^ and imtulvmg mv pipu'i for me. 
[Hh mui turns a itiiii hml^, imt ht ktfp^ tt firnu\ 
There\ a vacant place iheie, >oung ladv. 

Srsna Grvcia, Ah . , . don t si) that to me . • . 
don’t say that. 

Lori \/o, {i^smthng There, them never mind! 

When Vm quite detripit 1*1! fietitron the aiillioiines to 
admit me here . . . and then vou will lo<A after me, won’t 
you? 

[She doesn't mswer^ tust kines hu hand There 
ate tears in kts eier.] 

LoRiNZo. As long as jotiVe content * . . that’s all 
that matters, 

SisiBR Gracia, I am, Father . . • indeed I am. 

LoRfNZO. Truly? 

[She lifts her face hke a ehild, so that he muf see 
she $$ not and he hois her m the e>ri,] 

SifTER Gracia. Yc«, look at me . * truly, trulj^. 
And more than content today * • * because youVc come to 
see me. 

Ifflthout answering he rests hts hand affeihnmieh 
on her shoMrr, IVIaria Isarpi furfe%s her kuskami 
md her daughter udih a mhture of tnp^ md eommkerti* 
tiW. Lulu, uko hm a^^ne mto tin arhom, warn ^$pes 
0 sudden md rmhes out a§mn, Tkt^ ait tusn 
to Aer.J 
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V**i\r f i»>ihlf"nr<l thi ! hIn I In f# n Nkr iif} 

luf »«i hrr 

LlllHRKJf I fh»T ftkf » it hu It If » . » iioh»«H 

lmr% Kim K^-rr , mn Ki*- m i nm 

SKTI*>I I H tf !•» . ih It tv 

Lnwtuio {(ttffinti H itftl* tA*ftf i ] S#i * , » (i)\ rut 

. • ♦ mt hm country. Hi* Imt * , » C*i»ha win 

lent. fT«p L«miv/n) TKir tntr S<‘ri/*r^ , . . 

Cuba Imt. U m^urnfyith ) l*iU>rM> br»rn m Vu\u 

# * • mi t*ub *4 Mf i m t gii bull ihi dnght cif »tut 

» « « li therr SfiWir^ (T^^« ti iirtmpf innr mfn 

hiitfWf.l N<# . . mif Imt . tfir <rt vnalliAieil Cyb*!, 
Bttt wbrir « thr nrn » . , thetr\ mi rifhrr . , , no ii*a 
heft. Chill mail^ . rfM 4 « noil l.ityinn 

walkt , * . walkn. OK, tafirrt* »v thr No lea * 

m UB» Blit poltcrmen * 4 fi<l thn brat i<iy « , anil 
11 % m c^Ui . « « it% alwai^ «y ]4 here \Hf ii mlmm$ ttf- 
in#.] . . . ybnriii^ ifiy. 

Sttfit Cjtl4kCtA« \PmUmi 0 kf 9 mm mtrri^ kti ihmldi^n 
m H r#M»4^/jr I# WHfm kiai«{ No, no, |oyVe mil iotil , « « 
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that'is all ira igmatir>n. Then* . * . sit dnun ckjw . . * 
and don't shake s(j ITki^n, oztr fur ihotildu , io hi? 
fafher.] Ghe me a u^ar, 

[Loren/o tidi^ out a 

SiSTLR GR\cn. Look, Libono . • . ju^t look \%hat ihi^ 
gentleman is gujng us. 

Lirorio, Ifiih ktndHuf^ r* liithn] A cigtr • , . a 
cigar ! 

SisliR Gracia. phasui as /i*.] ^ e- a tigar . » * 

and look at the hand on it . ♦ . that its ht>m vour 
countr> . . . fnjni Cuba. 

Liboric). What — u hit then . . . Cuba not bint.** 

StSTi R Gr \cia. win no . . . hou t an it be lost * 
Now off with 3<m and light it . . . .ind set hfA\ warm tfie 
^mofce will make \tni. 

Liborio. {Idki it ihiftL\ '\cs . . . \i . 

Si&iiR Gri^cia. And then go to the kitchen • . , and 
tell Sister Julian«i that I baid she uas to goe \uu t <up 
of hot coifee. 

Liborio. Coffee! 

SiSTiR Gr\cia. Yes . * . black coffee . * , as blatl as 
you are. Come along . * . I’!! take sou as far as the do^ir 
so that you bhan’t lose smirselL fTr/ htr famds*] Til 
be hack in a minute. Come along. 

(She iftkes the old ne^ru nut through tht htth r/oot- 
Wii$? that leads in the iitihffo,] 

Maria Isabel. What a horrible man ... he must 
have l^c palsy ... it gives one the creeps to look at 
him. 

Lulu, And he smelt! How can slie g<* near him!! 

Maria Isabpl. The girl’s stark mad. iMrmm, ise 
must get her away from here at all costs. 

[Sister Gracia rower hmk and gnn straight in ket 
father^ She is stilt full 0/ her care fur the pmt 
crewfure,] 

SianrBii Gracia, Ia:>ok here, Father . . . louVe going to 
send me some cheap cigars . . . some of thme confiscated 
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riN Ui frOD [ACT 1\ 

f*nf^ thn tl! 4 m . . , *mi i j i» kffp ill tbf 

buitU tnnn uur 11 i^aiu ^ 1 it ! * jn pur * » thr 

filhfis . , « arui tht*n r!ir pr* y t tu'' v *j 1 * rir* , . , 
*\I \ ’I t /» ^ i \f ] What ^i^iUr 

fathiT wAl du it ht hi- f»in» n t* r » 'i . . . I 

uu hiirni . . * i> lu take } n 1ms i* u lian thw 
V intpi , 

^IsUH <|R^4}^. \StuitItiJ Uhl ,f S j M iThf’f! 

\I siu \ N'hh. \K »ii *. 1 id - ij4 > li is hf*i*n 2 

pm^ vUuni . . , I ut u 1 m ! inai^h. 

'1 1 mm* >n?l in *i h { *d iyi ^ lunpU* s ■. *n*-, 

.irui I i' iiu tluni fitit hIu*?! i% \usf di i h nv ntl^ 4 

pruhafiMn#*! , . , nul.fiiu ^mih ‘If h.»»k ,1 tn^ht %4ith 

th If thk^K hf^id. Am! nuw lu k « aiUMri^t thw 

dis^iistjnjp fdd inf« . . . fhr^ m*\ I11* Irprr**! Sn 

, • . nr> Mtine nf it . . , IlMiif \M\i M»nir Hith ns tin's 
\fn inmutf, 

SiVfi R i Jr u H. • » » huihfrtfiue 

fifm.] Nu . , • I tan't rbi tbit \f»*!Srf. 

M^»{a Win \u%\, pt.n ^ 

SiSTiR I Innr t.ikni 4 %u%\, 

XlAUfA ISAHII, Oh \es . ^ , int R \f4r 
SisiTtJR CJitACU, In lirart * * . I it^ik it fnr alt my 
life* 

MarIa NAiin. Ihm*f f4lk mmrnst, 

SirrEi G»a«.ia. It% nnt mnstnsr, \Iotltrr. 

MarIa ISABEI.. It k fNlintltHH atfrcY4tiort Yuu^tt ii 
npoiltd child * * . >ouVc aitAa>^ brrn gnrn >niir r4fWi| 

Audi now you want to pUy 41 being a nun * . , jut^t m 
ym iiidi to play swefthrarta. 

SiiTm GimciA. Mother! 

MarIa Iiaeeu But plraw rfmember^ my iietr» thil 
you^re noi of age ycft. Vour father can have i^mielhiitg 
lo iay to ihht 

SnTia Gracia. Father gave hie coiitent 
MaiIa ISAitL. He did not » . . and you know itiaf 
perleetly wvlL He let you go and eaoi nothing about it 
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. . . nlilch is not the simc thinp; at alL \ ou took \er\ 
goo<l care lu Icine tlie house when he wasn't there. An i 
\\h>? Bect*u»e >ou were airaul hc\l &top juu, 

SibTLR Gkaci\. That wasn’t the 

ls%BiL. Wasn't it? Then peihapa it was be- 
cause >oii hadn't the cour.ige to saj goudlne to luni, Wvil 
. , . answer me, 

SiSTiR (iR\ciA, Ws, that whv. 

iI\RiA Is\BiL, Oh, 5fui nevei h>und it ver> hard to 
get round peopk*. [Tfun tfi hit htishaid.] Well, here\ 
your spoilt baby - • • P.ipa’s dailing . . . alvva;^'^ in ht'^ 
pocket . . , crying if her dear father left home witiiout 
saying goodfne to her . . . couldn t go to sleep at night 
unless he came in to kiss fier , . . was to up to be 

the combirt of his old age. W<11. hei<' i^ou ha\e it . . , 
the comfort and happiness she promised \ou, And beutuse 
she calls her conduct b> a line sound mg name . , . 

Sister Gracia. But, Mothei, Ihe *1 ne nothing wn ng. 

M^RIA Is^ntU [triih a finul ftinq uf {ftrrftuini uitruh, 1 
And this is what chihlien are gi^en us for! 

Lorenzo. [Quieilr Marla Isabel . * , 

children are not an idle gift. 

M\ria W’hat do son mean? 

IxjRFNZo. f mean that they are not our o%vn just to 
do as we like wdth. 

Maria So like a man! Kasy to see that >ou 

don’t suffer to bring them into the world. 

lx>RtNZ<>. 1 We sweat hhH>di though, some* 

timers, to keep them ali\e in ft. But we owe them more 
than that. Did we m lieliherateH plan to bring them into 
the world? They are ours through our frailty. 

Maria Isaehi,* Frailty! 

IxiRSKm What else? And if they are the fruit of 
our happiness what right have we to deny them their own 
, . . unless they seek it in evil wavs? 

MaeIa Isaeel* And you believe shell find happiness 
here? 



//// ^ ft.r /] 

(*uRJ\/>«. t. uiil* <-« r i\ .? U'Mtfhen 

I an 1 * 

SisrjR C Jr n H ,r I » t*fi ? f ,i it r t Ha\r it, 

Kat!n*f * . . 1 jiuimhL 

\Uitn 1 \i\ii r*rte4 tfhi 1 r u, * I n lu\uf> a« 

liH It rn I 

1, »R) s/m, Mt vu n h*' t # ? * s 1 Aurw 

SitU svrtr yuli aihl t inir ut ^ /rt ^ K n’\ n i » i* ucfc* 
lunutrti hr I-- I M» ft M i ♦ rt u i. \ airi* 

ini tht ask anii 1 tf ps #4 v ii ,Mr nun^ >4 thrill. 

'Ihrn ^nti intt inr , * . a ^ »(i ?f t if/i n, » f *rjHaii(l , • * 

+*» >uur tanuU t*ihl \mij, \n J » it .aiU I v\ i , a 
But vuu j^aVT u|i f » mi 4 ,jr \ it ♦ n* md {^rr* 

•srvutirtnv ^ml suffrtm^: h\ tin - tir. Is4r}, }u\r for- 
Iftftirn thr nuiiau*' whuh \'*u u all * . . jmt 

fur th^* sakr ui ihr hi\r tint ur »» hrl rsr»i Owt iir^t 
rhilil wm hfin m an aiiu » . ihn * mrntv Inr )r*in 

agf». Havf ^ofi furtfuttrii^ I ru»t ft^rjjMtfrti Atht 

to >oiii [tif ihtrt her km^J J Ah, tit. ilrar , . • 
give your imn natorr ihr tir uhrm iitm Mr it agam in >our 
daiighfr. 

MtiftfA ISAOi-t., What I ilnl. I ihd t hnrj ytitl* 

Tliat w«ia vrry diflrrent. 

Simn CiitAcu, Mother , . . I «!o thn for htsr, 

MAftfA ISABtt. {fiitutrrtn^ hit f/Z/rw^n.] IaEi¥t 

• * . who for? Cicwl! Il’jini tinagtne )fOi*ir $4mt TrreiMai? 

Sirrait ClgACtA. No, J^Iiither ... I don*! tmagtrir any 
mth thing. I know that Vm rmlttMly, iltif tht*n you 
dim*t need to be anyNtdy hrrr ... for i%e*rr alt nohmlie^ 
together* Here, you #rr, lae geilicr in profile that ifie world 
hift no moft ii«e for .... mi tine tovrn them m winr« 
them * . . theyVe nowhere m go « . . the fiuoi, the tick, 
lilt hocnelfiKi. Welt fheiiA one nceda to be a nt^iody to 
fcMt of any me to them « . . it*a ao miich timer to bt a 
l»o4|r # « # lor the hm you counl in the world yooratlf 
« » * die lAmt yoii own# to ihenit 
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!Maria Isabel, You need not Ii\e among poor people in 
order to help them. 

Sister Gracia. Oh yes, Mother ... oh you 

must. 

]Mar£ V Isabel. Not at all. You can be charitable 
. . , you can give alms. 

Sister Gracia. IQmte carried away Give 

alm^! No . , . no . . . oh, no! Where's the good in giv- 
ing away a little of what jtm have too nuidi of , . . and 

keeping the rest . . , and not caring , . . spending ntoiiif\ 
amusing onei^elf . . . while thev have so much to endure 
. . . and you do nothing for them, ntuhing at all. Be- 
cause giving alms is nothing . . . oh, I don't mean one 
shouldn't give alms. But no , . . f7V> htr fathtr,] oh, 
isn't this true . . . for jouVe said so a thousand times 

. . . that one must give one's life, f»ne's whole life , . * 

to the last breath and the last drop of blood, if one wants 
to atone for the wickedness of tlie world. For misery k 
wickedness and want is a crime . . * because CJod gave 
his world to us all alike , * . and our daily bread. And 
if his children starve and are homeless . . . that's a crime, 
yes, a crime. And tl^e man who keeps more than he needs 
robs the man w'ho's in need. Turn away your eyes when 
5'our brother is dying . . . and you’re an accomplice in 
his death. Oh, Father, Father . • . when I've heard you 
speak ... if only I could have been a ntan, a man like 
you ... to speak like that so that people mmt hear me 
, . . and plead the cause of the oppressed, stand up for 
them, make laws that will help them! But of amrse I’m 
only an ignorant girl. What can I do? I might stand 
and shout for ever, and no one would listen* I'm no use. 
I'm nobody. I've nothing to give but my happiness . . . 
so I want to give that, you see, to those that have none. 

Lorenzo* My dear ... my dear . . * 

Sister Gracia. Because no one seems to think of giving 
that. Food, oh yes • . , but happiness! Why, if it’s mly 
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[i^ULI wkfH ihit diitMfi'in had mntfd mmv 

la a fuflher hrnth and be^un In a If Iff t the laok 
from kfr htif. iShr putt it auai now. and 
the group. } 

Lou. Well . , » the «otm (Fa S«tT«i 

OlLACtA.] Oh, m> dear . . . muhrfu ire very htr«l 
tbtnp to underttJtMl, aren't the)) ' hhe'* angry wtth ^ou 
beaiine )ou warn to be a nun . . . atu) iu«t an angry utih 
me breaiHe I want to gyt married. (Thfn with invtmit 
mpcrjarlly.) The fact i», I tuppuar, that d older people 
eotttdn'r amuae themwlve* by uiMeiting tbemeeHri about 
nothing, they’d hr ^ ired tii death . . pia.it tiitnga' 



{ACT n TUh KJ^CDOM Ol GOD 


2M 


fsAi4L£. Whats that 'sou saj 
Luli , {if tth hi r ^fiuhntiish uif»\ Oh . . . tatli tnnr 
of life has its oun of tinuhlc. \ nung people aie 

despeiate because old people let them ha\e the r 

oun Ha5, and the old people are furious htcau'^e the H un^ 
ones won^t do uhat the> think ng:ht. So nobud^'s on 
tent. 

ls\BiL. \Miat h s rume o\er tluse glrh * . . 
[To kir hmban/L] And 50U Ii-itm to thi% so calml\. . , . 
Lulu, Papa ah’ia3s listens calmly \%hen ones m tin* 

LoRrNVU. But e%en if %ouhe m the light >ou cuuld 
put it more prettil>, 

[SiSTLR Al\NUiL\ iomes hmk olonr/ tht^ p^thJ\ 
SiSTLR Gracia. Superior, MothiT. 

SisiiR Mavi n Good atternoon. 

[She looks nt tvtt% hotly tintl inn till Will tnnnt^h 
wknt hns betn oh. One >hnuld note thnt insitrs 

of Ckatiiy m Spmn do not shoke htinds uiih men. 
though they may embrute their fathtrs and mothers*] 
Lorenzo* Good afternoon, Seilora. 

Maria Isabel. Gcxid afternoon. 

fi 7 ie rists, still a little disturbed* Li^Llt stduies 
Sister Manulla who mknowled^es it* The sun 
hns now set and it heffins to yrow dark*] 

Sister Gracia. My mother * • . my father . . * m> 
sister. 

SifTER Manuela. So pleased. Well ... at last Mm 
have made up your minds to come. Sister Gracia must he 
delighted * * , she has been longing to sec you. So have 

we. She has hem with uh five weeks now , . . and though 

you^re so near ^ouVe not been to visit her . * . 

MarIa Isabel. [J little a^ytessivel^*] You can un- 
derstand, I think* that it isn^t very pleasant for a father 

and mother to come only to make up their minds to their 
daughter burying her&elf alive in such a depressing place 
a$ thk 
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|H’rh ip , iM t* ui ir tu * ^ . ** I < » r t 

us 

M M^l \ 1 K \u V t M t M> V K^r ' i 

ifaik-luan in tli?* f u uK i tu , *i Hui * n’ ^ j ^ 
tluit fliH t$nc HtU ifuiu*! h^-r mu t tn I \ tt f }t t t i i,n 

SisifR M %M n U < 15 ft' n » ♦ 

iuvir Our nuifr iv* iMp»» il . • o a < 

loiiritirf ^<**11 In 4»«otkftt Jur ?1 r il 

uilL H 4IIN *>«ir fill us imJ* her ^Ju.n i * ^ on 

hrr^k h whc'iif^rr si»r likt^ 

JAVii/in^r,) Tir* , , . i»\ .n* nlral uni»fn, nn 
d<iubl« A hfa^niH nt*irin|jr , * . kliv»>Hr .if ibr iln 
cretinn of mr of tf»r |)*irt$rs, 

SlSTfH KtASt I i ihtt fjinh util] 0!i 

millv, rvalH! But if ><ni ktw%\ Imw vrt) -trlibnn 
wants iti leavr m, . • ^ 

I^iaKjrCK Whv.uf loiir^ . * , r4<.> ulivonr nukr onar 
rii^f taiittii$f. 

StSTim %tASvm.A. Ah . . , dun t talk hkr ihni* i»kw. 
But do ail down. * 

ISAiaL. Koy thank inu * . we mutt hr gcitng 
And Vm iurr ynuVe Ion to do . . » la>tli of 

SllTOE MaaiugM. M it a Swndav thr dmorr hril wm't 
ring till half pm five. And Hitirr Utacta** chfi Auty « . . 
io dbf hai to wait in the garden till all the old mm that 
baft hmm out for ihtir walk are aafelf hick agini. You 
can ipinr welt keen her oonifianr here tf foii like. 

Uatfa liatii* No * * « no^ thank * we realtr 

mint fgsu 



[ACT i] THE KINGDOM Of GOD ji 

SiSTtR Maxcfla. Well, come thi'^ waj. We’ll go 
through the greenhouse and Fll ask them to pick >ou a 
bunch of flowers. Sifter Gracia alwa\s tell^ us how fond 
her mother is of flowers. So am L That’s a worldK 
failing I brought here with me twenty years ago * . * un« 
conquered still. 

[Thl Mother Scpirior ^fjes on with Lorfvz^j 
md Marix Isabel. Sister GRtci\ and Ltll fol- 
low them. Just as they dhftpptar SiSTf R Jl li\xa can 
he seen at the little kitchen door lookincf after them 
ettrioush* ^he has a kitiken apron onr ktr hahti^ n 
knife and a loaf in her hands ^ for she h slit in^ the bread 
for supper.} 

Sister Juliana. Oh . . . hou pretty they look. And 
what hats! 

(She Stitt hs and c/oes hark to the kitchen. The dusk 
h deepininc/ now. ^ffief a momtni thne old men pmi 
along on their umy in. The firsts leaning lumily on 
his stick, does not stop. The ^etond pauses at each 
bench he comes to, and sits down, wiping it first very 
carefuily with his handkerchief. The third stops at 
every other step, gesticulating, talking to himself us if 
he were addressing some one else, first he argues, 
hotly, wrath fully. Then hr looks at his supposed ad- 
versary with pitying condescension and assents ironic 
cully to what the fellow has been saying, as if he were 
humouring a madman. Finally he takes off hu hat and 
J^ows, as if to let him pass. And then tihen the phan-* 
torn has turned his back, he laughs, shrugs, watches 
him disappear, and then goes on his own way with the 
greatest complacency. Then a Shier of Charity passes 
with some flowers in her hand. And then I^moRlo 
comes from the kitchens, with his cigar still in kh hand, 
and singing in great content. . . *1 
Lieoeio. Far off I see the Cuban mountaim. • * . 

[Tie bell cullmg the Sisters to their refectory begins 
to rinfi.l 
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t t AMftJ OuiJ 

h% »huntU%% iry« |»i*t hUm 
Thf bh*r«l fti not Ir amt < tl 

SlJiTisil CiMCH WhitJ* flut funtt 

"I hf thiimr ♦hill \k thf bm tt» Nil, 

Thi* iliwf4.li ibe Im to ritrf * * 

G^WUiU l"h4t\ right* |{itff«ih l4#r fhr Rffniblii^ 
Glorir he to tfep CirNidnii of Ltlwin ! 

SliTifi Oh, Tmiano* Oh (itibrifi « ^ « 


Thit wiMtit bfiit of ail no nwe 
Tht Hatii>fi*i heart ahafl rtfidl 

SliTiM Quacia* Wftli thti time |iiii'%r tmrpaiidl four** 
ielf« Tiaimto! Thii it how ymi keep }mf m a lad> ! 
Drufik igiint 
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Trajano. UTiik the utmost I . . . drunk’ 

Well . . let me see nou, let me see* Are juu drunk, 
Trajano^ Speak the truth, nou. 'i es, benur Trajano 
Fernandez is undoubtcdlj drunk. But he is a tree titiztn 
... so \\hat has anj une to sa} to that? And what isa^ 
the ladt bishop to sa> to that'* Bring her here . . . 
her right out here . . . the Iad\ -bishop, so that I san dnnk 
hei health in the nime of the most worshiptul Repubhv 
G \BRiLL- In tht name oi her io\al highness the Re- 
public . . . 

[Gabrul lau{fhs foolish!} twd then ptiitmh to optu 
a tariinge door and to hou the lady out ] 

Gabrh L. Will >our ro>al highness the Republic be 
pleased to step in'* If s,um ro\aI highness will be good 
enough to gne me \our sard, I will immediatel> acquaint 
the Waiden • . • whom (iod preserve 

Traj VNo. I dnnk to t!u iad\ bishop’ Can^t 50U see 
that Tm dunking to the lad^ -bishop 

SisriR (?Rui\. Oh . * . for < 3 od\ sake, Trajano * . * 
Trajano. lUolemniy.] For whose -^ake? Will 5011 
please to reineinbei that my god is not file god of Sinai ^ 
No, indeed! IThen to GABRiit.] is there a brotherhood 
of man, or is there not? 

Gabrie!.. Brotherhood-a-man ? Please to step in, SerTior 
BrotherhcK)d-a-man. If jour citcellcncy would be kind 
enough . . * 

Trajano. Is there a brotherhood of man or h there 
not^ ^ 

Sister Gracia. Yes, by all means * . * only do be quiet 
or I shall get so scolded. 

1'rajano. Gh no . * . Til not have that. If they at*' 
tempt to scold you I shall raise an insurrection ... I say 
that I will raise an insurrection. 

SianrER Gracia. Yes, yes . . . bur quietly. 

Trajano. I will raise that imurrection hecauic I wish 
to raise that insurrectiofi • . . 

SisTBR Gracia. What youM better do now at once li 
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u 

tii anJ put vowr held undir tlir pump ui i n udd 
liter won’t sobex >ou Ihen nti imt ntui ini uui i u 
state >ou itimc batk in, 

hilts him firmly h\ ikt mm mtii ims t*i 
hun awii^*] 

TK^s^\ih Water ^ .cold w iru * Nivu^ iHtiit 
rither than submi^Mon to Hrannv. 

SiSTi-R (Jr^cia, [Tr:^m^ Hftt hf tuui^h ) Oh deir oh 
dear! 

{Liborio tfmu% hmL //< n (i\BRin 

grftft him arfmmtmash*] 

G\BRii*t, Will juur grate the duke krnill> ^tep in** H 
your grace will be kind enough to hand me \fnir cud , 
SisiER (Jracia, Nou whats hapiwned to Mm* 

[Trajaho hitth at faiumin iurtmulj^ mai slfiul^ 
goes up to him. | 

Liborio* Libono ifdd « , . {4b(»rio\ told. 

Sister Gracia, Cold * . . on a brauttftil evening like 
this? Why . • * didn’t yoii smoke the tigar ! gave 
Liborio. Liborio not smoke , , « they )>eat him . . , 
they steal cigar* 

SiSTBR CsRACXA. Stale the lipr * . , who dtd^ 
Tra|Ano, The govcrnmeiit stole it, Seilora . » , ihK 
damned tRR>^athering government stair it* [To Lxurmtu ] 
Now, dm't you put up with it , * , }<iu rise tn lehd 
Iton, 

SiSTBR Gracia* [To Trajamo.] Now you be quiet. 
[To Lirorio*] Who stole it? ^ 

Lmomo* White man * * * Spanish man * . . down m 
orchard* 

SitriR Gracia* In the ondiardl Was it the ipiirdener? 
The bruise! There* don’t cry • ♦ . Ill make it all right* 
£4aciut(X So Liborio no smoke it , * « Lihorkt no smoke 
it* 

Brnm Gracia* But you dbatt, Tomofiuw Til five 
you A oigwr as big a# * * « that. 
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IThe thru oU mitt are romid SiSTfR C^RALr\ Imi 
mg at hir atUfittid%* Lmomo /f utttng rm a hi nth 
and she huids fm hand ] 

Liborio* No fobacco hfie • . , no tobacco hem 

SiSTiR Gracia. Necer mind tlitn . . • il i;u to > our 
countr:^ to hnd some. 

Libusuo. N«, no , • . not m\ toanti>. Cuba lost . . . 
Cuba lost. 

SisiiR (iRAtix. ^es, I kfims it was. But now it lia^ 
been found ajtain. 

LiBORio. Where f 

{SiSTf-R CfRACi\ looks round at a iosu Then, sjutth 
an inspiration, ihe points to thi ttnnmp star that is 
just tushli m the 

SisriR Gracia. There . . . hK>k . . . loul at it. 

Liborio. Where ^ 

SiSTtR Grac ia* There . . • up there . . . the utan 
Don’t you see how beauttful it is . . . all alone * • . as tt 
used to be on your flag. Look how it shines. There . * • 
there’s >our country. 

LxBcmio. The star . * . the star! That Cuba? 

Sister Gracia. Yes . . . didn’t I tell you it had been 
found again ^ So now shall we §50 there . . . you and 
I together? 

Trajano. And I ? 

Gabrieu And I? 

SisTFR Gracia. Yes, all four of us. We’li sail away 
in alioat • * » 

Lieorio. No sea left now. . . . 

Sister Gracia. But what do we want with the sea? 
We’ll sail our boat through the air . * . tonight whm the 
moon So come along now. 

Trajamo. Yes indeed . . . *tenshufi . . . quick fnaixh! 


Democracy's bright sword shall rfiine 
Its dauntless trumpet . . . 
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fCjVBftni t»** aj the um 

dnus and tthisfiin in fniut J 
Gabrul. The i.idv bi-.hnp' 

Traj \n«. \V hat t 

[lit li «i dumhfttundtil and lu'iii laand Xt.nnduir.j/ 
u,hai to do or irt>. Tfun a httpp\ th ntyht ittUts him 
and iu hrfiiii gtntli utlu a di^fiurt > no \ 

Trajano. <J>h . . . bicidmj; htirt ot 
Our sutfcour and . . . 

SiSllR MANUtLA. [hum iht u uni in j VUin . that 
unginK? 

[The old men nou hold tluu httuth in aiu/unh 1 
SiSTfcR Gracia. It's Trajamt. Hi ^ heie with nii, 
Reverend Mother. 

SiBTER Manuim- Is am ftne 

Sister Gracia. No, Reverend Mother . . titey'ie all 

bade now. 

Sister MANUEia%. Bring them in then, or they'll take 
cold in this night air. 

Sister Gracia. Yes, Reverend Mother. 

[Sister Manuela dhappean. and the old men 
breathe agmu.h 

Sister Gracia. Cinne along now . . . come along. 
[She ffoet firtt with I.iboriu. The two athert /»/. 
low her. Trajano tinging in a u haper and hushing 
Gabriel, apparently under the impretttoH that u is 
he.] 

T&ajako. Democracy's bright sword shall shine . t . 

Shi . . . 

Its dauntless trumpet . . . 

Shi Shi . . » 

Gabriel. The most serene lady-bishop is served. 

Sister Gracm. Come abi^E now . . . quietly. 

Likmuo. The star ... the star . . . Cub* not 
bet . . . 

Trajankl The blood of nobles and of prkm . . . 

Shi . . . 
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Uncea'singlj shall flow* * . * 

The thn»ne shall be . . • 

Sh! * . . Sh! . . . 

ffo Qut by ike hide kitchen li t$ n(^w 

^uitc durkJ} 

CUETAiK 



ACT 11 


J Inttfi patm uhtth u$ a plan uf rununt^n fut iht 

tnmitiis tj a muiinni^ htstm f/'/i unmui uhj h^i t 

ipu! >, uhtik hm kttn iSti^hUiktd tn smm u(d nnbU 
munsifin in tin math CtiUiit 

pniiu itfis ihtis iupnethtmi uf titr 1 1* i ti f tih ut it 
With tii inti I id intfulur, hufh tmd dnHf\ thui 

fMpen in thi mums nhith are nuw iki urid shepin^ 

rooms of ike mUtiuium, 

The iiiitrr of iht paim urn omt ti ijufitm m dunkt, 
mw it ts nothm^ but a iunt/it of urn and fut shrubs tdm, 
rrliindtm t haw thorn and a tm ot tun a uuiuut a thtdnut 
tree. (Jn om ndt thin ir a taH utth Us huiiti and 
whifi and a Horn trough that sirtn fut a siaihina pUn 
ft ts iprmfftime, and $umi of thr shutn on ta ffmirr» (in 
ihetr brunihn though, hang irli of hahus* tfnihmg, aprons 
and handienkitfs, 

CAM>if*As, Ci*ciUA and the IH %ih i#mt art tn the 
jNsrli0« C'andelas it a suarthsi }oung aomnn tiuh a hit of 
thi dftti ahoMt ken She ka$ pne Matk-gnen e\f%, and io&it 
ierpentiiie when the moves about. %Shr is poori\ dressed » 
in a eatko iiirt mhtrk hat keen mmk iurmd a hhme, and 
a knitted hanikerehitf trmted over het hremt and tted at 
ike bark. Her voke u harsh. She hrs put a fiower in 
her katn Her tieeves are turmed up over her knmit atms 
white the wasket tome handkerchiefs iit ike trough. Jnd 
the tings . « * 

Ckii0iLA$* Aie! 

1 mh»d t $kk mm the mmphint 
Of whkii tm wm vo dUe; 

**Of toyiiig }0ui * * * of i«ivi«ig you/* 

The sick atm imdv ret>ty« 
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[CtCll-lA uffini} lets fall th %tfM img \he if Imt- 
tmgS\ 

Ciciu^* Aic! 

Candfi-as. And u hat’s the matter %^ith ^cm? 

Ci'CiUA. rsuthin^* I knuw tiuit scisi]^. 

CAM)hh\%. Wdl . « - 5»mfjinjsr starts avta> jour trou- 
bles, 

CiciUA. Tlut deiiends on \shat thev are. 

Cam>j LAS* J 3 /o/i !/!<?/$.) oh, Hoh Mother . * . de- 
pends on %%hat flie> are, does it** What jour trouble'^, 
1 should like to knou ^ \oa fell m lo\e and you had a 
hah). Well . . . \shat eUe are ^'fomen fur? Then he 
deserted >ou and ttiej took mhi in here out of charitj . . . 
and your chai at ter s gone , * . hut that had gone a bit 
earlier, hadn’t it^ What jouSe got to do» mj girh is tn 
make the best of a had job . - . there’s no help for it 
now, an ay. Besides . . . things happen heiaiise they*re 
meant to » . . and ynii make them no better b> crying alKust 
them. I’hc day that your mother hr^re you yimr steps in 
this world were all counted • . . from your first to your 
last one. 

[SAe ^oes oi* with her washing . . . vxgoramljf,] 

Cecilia, [ffalf to Arm//.] Oh ... if Vd known 
how it was all going to end. . . . 

Cano&las. Yes, my girl . « . itV all been settled tNtfore- 
hand, every bit of it . . . and you've only to wait for it 
to come to pass. And nothing happens to any one that 
hasn*t*happened sometime to some one else. I tell you this 
world’s like a mad with a lot of inm along it . . . and 
if you’re not cheated in one of them, why, you will be in 
another . . . and whichever one of them it is someone’s 
always been cheated there before you. But I know . . . 
once you’re all dressed up and ready to start you think you 
know everything . « . and imbody can advise you! 

[SAe ig£ps at her washing more furhmly than roer 
and iegim her song again. Stsraa Cristina, a Sister 
of Ckariig^ aged about 4S» comes into the patio. She 
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jis the hetiii U tl i li***ii a^td i< n Uih 

bnd K^*m*n uttk t*n unti^^uif I r? *ffhn S d pat^ f,Dihi 
hin Bui sht ihm^% U flu ** u* ^ nuti f hft ihuiu 
m Imt shufs^ fur fdl fhiit iht Slum, <** 

mu^ u hu j* ti hhi Idt 

The tptiif tBint h% n hu h \lu tnUf Shi p 4 ^rt h \ 
unifin 1/ in i LA iiti*ri / fif s ,nt 
She unLAi und !fuh% it u^uin t*ith *i t h 

u hmn^iiiih flu toUif\ uS hn Lit ^hf n ui ihf p^fi j 
hdtm/ m i tfsthvuf at a Auu i pt kmti up u 
hitie ihild\ tup that hu% fulltn ft run *uu nt thi hfnnthti 
md rtpLi in if it tumes up in flu tputp nf u nm*n 

CakD} 1 \s, ulun ihi iffi htr ienit$ hu tMuhmtt und 
dries hit hunds un ht$ up^nn ptAs up htt 

uttutn Th* t)i mh t itRl dms nut j 

CJbClUA. [Js the Niu,] H«*rr% the Supniiir 

ISi&Tl'R Cristina ^ues in fht dumh uiA auJ pufitn^ 
u hand an her hmd, f/i|i 

SiSTiR Cristina* iiwrnmg, m> ihild . * . get- 

ting some fmh air * . . >fm*re feeling ^tifiiigrr tud 4 \* 

{The Dumb Giru pemn thr Ldn she hm tn htt 
arms ta her Artasi mid makes a t^uetr unmtelligihfe but 
rather frightened saund.] 

SiBTiR Cribtika* Why. Tm nnt gwmg to take him aw. 43. 
Irom you I Don*t holil him m tight « . « }ou*U smother 
him. Y<% W$ yowr very ovin * * . don't he afraid* But 
Im me took at him* What u beautiful boy* [Tksn she 
tmrm lo ClcitiA*! And whal about sours ^ 

CmhUA* yjanging her kead^] He*# asleep* 

(CiCIlUA^i bahf i$ in a basket turned rradie rha 
hij^i km dls she gaat in take si mt Sisrea Crists k a 
ktmk e#«r md mgs,) 

$mtm CkmritA* Why, tie muat be nearly tyflocated 
nU sAmu idotdbea m htm* Here, give him to tne* 
Wlqr, dm^n mm ktiw how m dim a child* Little 
miidlt ie^ ^ « lic «bt air fft^ tn bia head * * » then he 
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may gnm up ui’h a hu murr hf uns than hi^ has 

Here . . * take him nm\. 

{Slu* iht ht^i% ff^^m ihe ihihfs hfui 

ami fifhr him /// f im h*ii iu C iiin\, uhjf 

immidinitis puts him ht*i I tn ih* (udii j 

SisriR CRtsn\\. Uhit . . , I i k in hw hi^ket ai^ainl 
Don t \m ru‘l like ualking him up amJ dlui%« a little * . • 
or nnkinji^ M«nr ^Lh^thl^ iur him . . ht €\tn %\ «>‘>hini2 hn 

laie^ Whit ha\e \yu been tlmnij all the morning * • 
l>ing hen* like a !n|?! 

CituiiA l\r hj«n tr\i!v • 

SisTj-R CRfsn\A t*r%ing* Its too late for that now. 

Cakuli \s. That% inst ^ihat I tel! her. 

SiSTiR CnisriN Ah . . . anil l\e something to sa> to 
you too. 

please Senori . . . 

Si&TfR Vnisiis\» Ires please» Senora! . * . but it goef 
in at one ear ami otit at the other. 

Candiias* Oh no» SeAor.u Haie I dcme sa>mething 
wrong? ffonour bright ... I never meant to. 

SlsiLR CitmiXA. Never meant to glue vonr face to the 
donnitory window ^grating and begin shouting at the top 
of >our voue to thove men. whoever they were, parsing 
along the road? 

CANDitAS. Itiuleteers they were . . . and they came 
from my village. 

Sister Cristina. Indeed! YouVe very znxmm to let 
your vi)|age know that ymiVc in a place like this. 

CANOitAS. Well* it% m disgrace. 

Sister Crisiina. Oh, not the least in the world, of 
course. 

Candelas. (Pasjiwmte/y,] Why, this i%n*i a prison, 
is it? The police didn’t bring me here for stealing or mur- 
der or doing my harm to anyone. I came because I chose 
to « * . and because ! was unlucky enough to go loving a 
mao far better than he deserved. And as I wasn’t bom 
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d I>u(.hfs^ or an IniuUt ut * * 1 4rn 

bain info ^*'014 \\ uldl il M 

Hlsnu (kisusv. \n\ \mV ti ni hi titnl 

abciut It. 

|>/n n t^mntj f*n hit » ^ f it iSsoH \« \f 

1 

C^Nnn \s. SiHi*i Ctisfinil 

Sisiift i'Risns XWiti If " 

I'ANin I \s. \\ hni dtt )* u ^ uiv’^ t j if » jnr in ^ 

SiSTiR i*»isn\\. Sun kiKiU \U 4 l m 14 b , , n\ an« 
other four mirnihs* tune. 

CaM)H.a,S, \SiiiifHh 1 him hre f\VM tlr» ul\. 

SiSTilt i‘ltlsriK^. Qnitr »i . . vi*ii hi%r Inen her* 
t^u» and there are fcmr tii Kumr Hut lualt^ the »t\ \oii 
have to stn\. 

CAK!JIFt.^fi« f /Voleirnii?. j i\d\r tfi^ 

Simn Crisiina. mtl i^tniii\ ] Sis ,, 

have to, young lady. The iii4itiifinn rnrivrs uau <,ur» 
for you, doctors you, gives you all that v«ni nml AiiiJ m 
return you have to vtaj here md nurse 4 Uohl. S uu vverr 
toW that when you came- 

Cakdklas. But mine's dead. 

SifTEit CaiSTiNA. And therefore you nuive viimeone elsev 
« * « a poor iittle foundlmg. You have no Uuhh and he 
has fio mother, and our Chanty bimgs you together. But 
aren’t you glad to be doing a good deed ? 

Cahoelas* [Farmiiale/y.} I)rviK . * , heaitlw the* 
devila * .. » to leave a baby on your dmurvrep hke a dog. 
Motiier of God - - « if mitie had lived wouldn’t I have 
vrgUed out of here wtdi my head high . . - and him m my 

That’d have been a fine sight, Vm sure! 

CSA%miMUi« [In 0 jfary.] A fine sight* would it? 
Wilii# t*d mtm tmm over agam, m I would, if I muld have 
bbn ilivi^ Ohi iei me gD« Sinter Criiiini* do! Let me 
10 mmy tmm here i, * * hr 0m iovt of God, let me* 
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L#K>k, ril taki* thf laii'' Frn nnr^ n^'> vuss aw ma in! 

tH It It hkf 11 > uun , . , I w lil 

hisifit And n»\t ui*f*»w miui! h\iM» i* mi t\t 

tlnursn^p U*te ind hn rdf And up tn \uur t?ui> a^iiti 
and a carnhs*^ as plni^*. \u nn ^iirl nu . . I Ui 
ii! t»!d hint! ntiw and knuw ^uu iH i r snu * . , n tah i 
than I Mjultl uidh ifnn \nu st jnar fuur 4K*rt mimtiu 
. , . ffir tluwdl bn thn nni^ »»n«% %uu 11 li^n < aaj rn«anr 
HUi to, , , . /i/ifH.l \\ hat s thn** 

I *Stsl I H I II It I mut h f»l<itt tt $ 

fhrhu^h urn of tht thinti, ufil*hkini$ nmi u 

iii^mn titih her kr^. She hnrttff mfh htr Qlir%, m 
Hitman jrum ff*mt (lf4\hlutft ?r//av#. ut/h, iiirt^ hm! un* 
kempt, Shf if hAdinp t* him k \himl up t** htr mfutth 
md hta a iuttun htmdhrrhitf r'^u^h!} ttrd rmnd her 
head, j 

SisrrR FfUciAv^. Unrf nn liatr <|nite m unexpected 
^uest to enteifaifi! {Then t*» Qt ka, whn h han^a^ hntk 
in pretended tknme,\ Come here, woman, and don^t I50 on 
like that, rmjiht to lie iwd tn it b> thij* time. 

Qi;ica, CintMl afreriKKirt. SKier Cristina. 

SiSTtR Cristims. {ReiO0m$in^ her,] Voy . . . Quica 
. . . you! 

Sister Ff-uctAVA. tAVmi/ir<i//y.J Yes, Seilora . . . 
and in all her glon ! And if% m long since we last had 
the pleasure of her company, isn’t it? 

SiSTim Cristima. {Tery angry, I But * * . here again 
. . . the fourth time! And not a year since you kft ml 

Quica. liier head down kui tmilmg mgratmiinglf*] 
Well ... I can’t see that we’re to blame ... for the 
poor little brats being so anxious to come into the worM. 
We don’t want Vm • . . you may take it from me. 

SiSTia Cristina. Hold ymr tongue! Have you no 
shaim? 

QiriCAt Well . . . anymie can make a mistaket 1 sup^ 
pose. 
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SlsriR Vrmiw Out mi Mkt u \»ii hru ^ 

And *it jauf a/t* tuo^ \ uu uii f kii v ^ 

SisuH ritiu\N% [f! itk hutul i fi * \ ^ni With 

that fait * . and got up a» sm jt . h t t i c 

ejcs, I niii‘-r s*h ! 

Quit u Well >o«’d hive tu b« puu \ ugK ri )r tj 
find someonv tb u tl lu 4 it m ii 

[SisnR I dtfmt^ ] 

hisliR i RiMiN Has thr d \t f n \ " 

Qi itA, SisUr. Smit Idutna thr turm 

fiHrc! oiiL 

SisiJFR CnifeTlw Well then * • md w idi Mm 

face and tid> >mir hair, dtm t t ini m 14 h Iv Mtm 

lAicked life, I see, tn bus t bru^li and i »ii h 
{QiKA itpptfHukti Sisitii tRrsTJxs 
Binnpt md /riif io km ihn itmtfiM ikht ^ /«<<<< fr^m ha 

Quica* Sister Crntina . . 

SiST&it CftistitsA, "V tui kmm the SI i> « Nn , * , Idnnt 
wmt to have an^thtng; ta dn mih |nu. 

QincA, Oh, dnn"i tie angrv mlh me, Siittr Cristmiu 
It*i me thtt*i g£ot to suffer after all 

SiSTie OusrmA. my girl, thn\ true • and it 
teem m if you were all m un%im» to get to bell that 310U 
didn’t mind what you went through to make your wa) 
there* [TAeai io Cahdbi as m lAe ualh ) And flon*t 
yois ilAy here washing till the day of judgment. No one 
ha* aak^ you to* And if you catch cold we shali oni; luir 
to Hdce care of you. 

CAmmjML 1 want to «»rft the bread that I eat here 
« * * dbat*i why 1 do it 

SrnUm OutetWA. [Sini/fiff.l You're very scrupulous 
all a tuddbiif 

CUimgyuL Well, we’ve all got our pride! 

SiPIMi Omtonta. TTiere * * . don’t be touchi* Our 
dtH^ hm ki to beftrkiid you whettwr you dteserve it or nm. 
IThm m CiCiiMtJ Look after that chddi now, addle 
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\yji uMiiin n» fi* v\ M r \% u 

\um i\ n* 

l^kf i#Mw^ f/u t ^ ^ y i ih iht 4* nf 

hhifii htr } 

1 4»t L thui n* \ ar» i ^ uvMhit 

\oa > ui’t ?un kW w \t f'nr iit (luil \i I would ih 
. * I d h t MtrjMi u<m ^ 

C’uiin s}t n< I r Mis V u n t*unu s<uldn|£ at Mm 

CJl K [// /lo /iM giryppni h r fHu *hamf uni nyu 
HifUi. fhikn piimiti uith huruit J \fv and shi *. *n Id 

. . . bnaus* *s!u* l.mn\w %^!nt whi s siiddtn^ 

she put tint dress un «*lie is ,i s^urnan the sjne is am 
of us , . . and 4ie knous th# wrirld • . * not like the 
othejs . . * sfuKked at tun ni»rti! thmj: | C 
/n CA\miAS ] Shi* uas a wuhm she %% <s ^ ami dm 
js»a> that she Jovrd her nun imur than the ajipif of her e%t 
* • . so did hr her « • « and when he died she tinned herself 
into a nun just so that she shouldfrt Ime anjone else ever 
again . * * and she wasn’t more than tw.ent> -fisc! 

Cam>U-\s. Well, she vias right » • . 

for when ^ouhe lost |iiur omn m^in, the wnrW’ii a deal too 
full of the rest of them. 

Quica. Oh, It all depends* h this ymir first time 
here? 

Candilas. First and lasit ... I take my oath. 

Qoica. [£JArrr/jw//y.l But it^ii not so bad. To start 
mith It doesn’t cost you a cent . . * and > 0 «Ve a good doc- 
tor . and then there are the Siiiters . . . and though 
they do think you the lowest of the low they look after you 
for dear charity’s sake as if you were a quean. Why as 
soon as you're put* to bed they kill a chkkon for you . « « 
they do indeed. You get soup and your glass of sherry and 
chocolate and sponge cakes . . . and you've nothing to do 
for months but nurse a baby. And if ^ciu care to stay an- 
other sk and nurse another they’ll pay you four dollars a 
month for it. What more could you ask for? Tve nursed 
seven already . . . counting my own and other people’s. 



iJif hixauaii (U [^( i //^ 

Tvc hvui inur vtars iiui m\ i nrlw t r r* hn mi 

l\e had ah* at i thou and p* 1 1 1 out H t i » 

Cwun \s. \\*ll . 1 u uhli f na ^ k t i i 

million Id mr du ui i t u * t * 

, » . stu\< ind 1 U/< fliu • ml li J (f \\ I 
litre am J ilamui up io? i\ n anh . . tiai !u \Mih dl 
the I'iorlil to hiinah to do jj** la 1 kt in * uul f* t 
me , It la a t h mu * 

Ql li \ Xudnh ik v^ho he t vUppOM ** 

CA^^uil^s No Stnoia . * ht w ih« I thti ot ms 

QtKA. Well, I slmulclfi t \^urrv ll \ou d*j fmd hr s 
far^otttn >an * . . Mm t»m hml srmmmr lo umnnlHr 
you quick enou^jh. Ihffc art itHii in tht utirld md tn 
ftpare* 

CANi>iLiAb« "'FhcreV citt^ one f<»r me. 

Quica Perhaps >«*wVr rijjlit . . and thf> re all alike 

anyway! [Then tf* CiciiiA.j Thais so, isnt tti 
Cecilia. Tve never known but one . . . .*ml he u is 
a cur. Th4t*s his baby* {She pmnH m ikf bmktt } . . 
becaa<&e it ts hk * . • though Hh dci tl of a mother does % «v 
it isn’t* There it is m a basket and wrapped up in a few 
old rag$ like a kitten « . . and he riding in hts carnage. 
Five dollatu he gave me when the old lady threw me out ot 
the home. Five dollars! And him with atacka of mone^, 
[Sli# Mi&rtfd $p€Qkm§ quietly tmuqh, but now her tone km 
men wkk exdtement.) Just think what I waa when I 
went into service there « * . and then wliere I waa^hen 
I left it! And then on the top of it all she hid the lace 
to say to me * « . the old swine . « « that Vd gone and 
sedtK^ her mn . . . because he wasn’t of ntptl I know 
now what die old devil was up to. Wasn’t ol aget What 
about tmt I wasn’t eighteen. And t kiiciw what t ouidit 
to h«re dofw kmmi of tomkig here like a fool .. . « made 
a lomM md put the two of li^ m pesA ^ • . yea^ htm and 
III tjpbiSmt loidiL Foe die knew well wioij#i what wta 
m * * * and ns Img m flwta ^mei*t m halqr eoming 
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im uut iii th« h # M f ^tf uf » f 4 1 t* t pj mhim 
1 hmk of It ihnk 1 f *i hir>.^ In » f r 

life . . aioi tm ujth i f tU mi m% huk \nd 4 t i» ur 
It h<-hind m< fun 1 in 4 hui niui^ur Sml it I take 4 
Vm marked dovvn 4 lud hpt ^^hrrrvrr 1 turn 

Q{ ICA 4 Win iUmt \im M«m} it to its gundmimnn bv 
part <4 pnst^ 

C-^MUSAS. iu hrr$rl( j Oh . * < 

if mine had In id . 

CtcitiA, IBiittri^ I live tlolLirs! 

Qt liA ’ires ... if It ^.is mnnn >«iu uere after >011 
did make a g;€w^d lurgMtt diiJti^t Mm * 

Cpciiu. And wmr h nmen get mcitor-ears * » . 

Quica* rrmfidtni ph$h$npk^>\ Ah . » youVe 

too joung for that NnlirKly gets anything out of it the 
Imt time . • . except {^'Ae p&mis /o iht bab^ m ihf bm- 
ket.\ juitt ushat yoiu\e got out of it. Well, Vd better be 
off to my \sard or Siater Cfwtifia will be after me, 

fire ruriif la $hr /ilero/Zy tumbhi eeer rile 
OuMO Gmt , who, wtik her queer rr> of alurm, elmp$ 
her buby iiqhi io proieei if. Quica kernlf ## eimrited 
for the moment*] 

Quica, Sainia in Heaven! Sorry « ^ • I didn^f lee 
you. But whatever do you mefui by tdiditg listening there 
# « * as if you hadn'^t a mouth to open? 

[The Duiua Gmt. pim&en at her tmt^ehmlp*)^ 

CAitojitAi. She fr dmubs 

Qiiioau ehmiut eprnkkm*} Pumb is iliet 

And they f hft {t’i ipitthig into tidk; widb mff# ai tha 
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fum nf >#Hi. Didn't mikt* inu^li mJ K i»» htr^ Hut thin 
* . . \\he« it\ <juil s \ull \»<u vt ♦ nh pn tn n ul \ ur htai. 

[She iutm Mum ttt iht iiami* ^ir/ ?in? » * ^ / j sht 

uith mmh ^isinrt,] What , u k he a h .nils jnu teh 
hm, fli ^ . hal \ \ tathtr/ 

C A\nn \s. l^nn't %%Aste \nui time . d fv^^t 

know *i thirtj^ um're s,ntng. \ nu i m ni ikt ns m 1 ^uite 
things, til her tn Spanish ami I umli anil i\ti Ming dse 
. . . there's nnthmg thin haven t tTird. < hie nt the ^isnis 
that's heen in a ikat ami dumb ^hmit askul her ind Mkid 
her whti she was and uhcre site tame frnm and si*ch hke 
. t * and she didn't even wmk '1 he \\ mhn si\s sites 

an idiot But the doctor s.tjs she isn't . . . and tliar its a 

mystery . . * and she must come ifom s^mie <ounti> . . , 
I lot get where . . « but it\ a long w i\ aw i> and the sun 
shines there in the middle <d the night. 

Quica, 14 ituie iin€iiii/)4 f^tit however did s*he get 
here? 

Canoilas. Nobody ktioii% One fine morning akmt 
two months back thc> opened the street Amr and lound 
her lying flat on the ground m a lamt » * « half starved 
she was and nearly dead with the i*old. So they brougtit her 
in and the baby was born (>efare she ever lame to « * « and 
there she was at death’^s door for three w*eeks and longer. 
And now here she is , . , always staring at the baby as if 
»ht eouldn^t make out wherever it came from. And if you 
go near her she starts to howl like a perfect wolf for fear 
you’re going to steal it from her, 

[QmCA^ hoking curmml^ at iht ektld, iy 

jnirsucr I4*er a toMiph e/ $iepi am&rds The Dum» 
Gmt# wkt^ 0ivi$ her queer tty of o/ori9t»] 

CAHninLAiS* There , , • I told you sol 
QtiICA# All right « » « don't get aaired» my gtrh No* 
ho# wanti to attal another inouth to feed. 

IBui The Dums Oiat ailt hoit ui ikem dt wkk im^ 
iem* 

<j!^tHnuAE« J And the lililt bitf i m preltjr» 



4 ^ 


[JCT n\ un kiM^innt (ii go /) 

mor*^ » ant i ^kin liW ti' Ik md hiu r n is h? 1 1 
th*ir\ the tnhmr oi u#in . ni t 1 iH nmther M ru* 

had iair hair fn<< , . . thm A ? hrii hr a Mt i Id 
Imm . . . ior Im puft\ d«k * . xmH. \tm ‘^huild ^tr 

his father! 

kG htf fj^ru fuu*Ai\ d* hr t$n 

md thtn i^dt\ ii»il fs th h^f h n i% 

tn iht UiitUM Jnt! ihnfp^} i*i if ihr 

mtnni id %thp htfulf sht in 0m ta unt^ u^mn J 

Candu-as. Aie . * , 

ffiit lif the Mowmain*!, 

Iifiu nude fmi free 
When tn ruin v^u^rself 
\m% nnnrdi me* 

[Sbti-k (iRAi lA (itmfs mid ihr putm ftiihti fd A| In d 
Wdmm r^rrym^ n hr^r i*mkft nf rmtih dftrd ehthn* 
She pmnti id ihr imrn tm the j 

SlSTi^R (iRACiA* Ciatlier up nit thtt tmn and take it tn 

be ironed. It must Iw reatl> h> this aftermicin 

(TAe tmmen rdUtit the tmen m itieme md imt 
u§nm tfirrym^ that fnnkei uUh thtm, SiSttR (iRACIA 
h mw 2ii* She /f pnle and etddenth tired and aver* 
$trmnfd^ thnuiih she ddti her best id hide this bf her 
smdes. the fi^owen hme gone she farm i&uards 

The Di?m» Gmt and her eompanmm, but nn the tmf 
imthem she stnpf, aites a httie sitth, and mnrmsirs **Oh, 
Blessed Jesus/* Thru she leans aamnsi me nf ike pd* 
lues and times her epes^ She h half {mnirng. Can- 
delas sees and foei up in her anxtamlv*^ 

Candilas* DVou feel til? Oh . * . whales the tDRl* 
ter? 

Sister Gracia* {Pullm^ herself iufetker^J Nothing, 
thsnk: yoti « * « nothing at r!L Dort*t be Irightefted. 

CAm>ELA$. ITa CRCIUA.J Here * . * yonl Go tndi 
fetch her a ditir, otn’t you* h*y0u wmt some water? 



/i// ui \ a I u 

ICkH n f *if I ^ / U t t / tfttn <Jl u \ 

i&tisliii Ih \tn i iiki s i h *n ih h nm, ^^und 
btmt^s it ir Cl#- i< n j 

'“'it d mn t\t w, 

htSIlRtjRUM uftAtfui t*^ if t ft m tb m | 

isih t\n*ti\ iHithinv'^ thi initttr tiniuji t r k« m 

mituf* 

CHsun \s. Nim tin <iu\'in . t* n * * 

Sjsiir (iRUU Oh . \tr\ will ttnn 

\*Shi ^lis dtiUn aud <in iffttn K Wf f j \ SfM h*f 
Sdifil} m thi ihaun sht timkn nut in ih* iu^ht | 

Ql iCA. Hut %vh.it«\cr is the < h 

SiMlR CiRAtl\, \Ritti^nisi »0 far uma td ^ \ *^011 

hrrir a^am ** 

Qua [ (*ftmphrmtli 4 ) Tt rs* Sriif ir i 

hfSiUR CiRAi IS And didn*i >im pnifiUMr ^hu) \ot} uftit 
away that >ow’d nrset m iniuh as huik at 1 mm 
Quica* Well, there it is . - * >uu ian't lx* s<nsihlf ill 
the time! 

Sister (iracia. n it^h j (hwl s will lie dime’ 

flHfe Dumr CJmt mu tuma in ^isna 

Gracia ^enirf kmeUng pun her kuh% m her tup, km ei 1/ 
ikert md remmng luoktug ut her mi tmitmp j 
Quica. There . . * see what a prrwni the damb 
wciinaii*s brought you. 

Sister Gracia. Thank you « * . thank 

you » . . 

,Qui€A. ITu Tiia Dumr GmuJ So you’re nor afraid 
of herl 

ITke immh §irt lmk$ fmm oaie lo ike olArr mnd 
mUm upmn ai SitriR Gracia. CAnosLAS inmn 
Simkt bp EnfRtOiri. Ski k tmrrpmp 0 pfmi 

if 

CAHbiLAR hmik at Iwr now « 4, * wtidi the child on 
tm hi|»t Itei^t lim btiuittftil? She’s tike the Bteaied Virgin 
trf Ol^wmm* {Tkm iki |N»e« dimm le SistriR CkACiA« wry 
IMnoI mtkk kmdlt*} Milt*# #1 4ocli!ir» 
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[jar HI i/ll m 

[ riti duif if I SKM i \ » u ft n * i Ut % p f 

ant t/f huia*^ // is iir# id tn a / n 

suit hiSIlR < i« U lilt i pi up tn k*i t4 Hf | 

SiSTiR (iRMiA Oh 4 hinrrN^ ^ i hfn 
miAs.j But * w h if It Wl# rvir r 1 v \ 

tu . . . ^ 

CamuI\S I’iki nfa! thi stints J^fnvtijr I sn 
Whats fh« K<**^*i ut tiu ♦ifstttu hnr^*; h«u it vr rr t t^i 
call him Khcn nm r* uJ •' 

biSllR (sRAlIA (^#niriv l)l Mtl CflRt Iftnk h*r 
child*] Hem 

KNRiOiiK [Jnxufmls J But » , ^cre >«ui reallj 

taken ill? 

SisTiR (iRAitA Nil, hrmir ui mursx nut . • it 

nothing but thn h^ili^hne*^^ 

CA\u&tAS* {J hair ihh*l Ami I fell mhi %he 
Don Enrique. She ifaneil 4gam%t that inUar . « 

And ^he shut her * ms And %hr went vfchite m 

a sheeti and if I hadn^t got to her «ilir*d ha%« fallm Hai on 
the ground. 

Emmvi. Well . . » mw let*ii wr. What the 
matter? 

S 1 ST 1 .R GitACfA. Nothing, nothing « « « take no notice, 
I spent the whole morning in the laundry where n’t half 
dark . » . so when I came out into the patto the light 
da:s:z}fd me and made me dt//^ • • • that was aii* But 
this silly girl [Canoslasu] is always maktiig a fuss. 

CAimatAS* rm sure I meant welt 

EmtQV&. You really don*t need me at all? 

Sisraa GaACtA. No really. Of course, if 1 do . « . t 
Vm m sorry youVe been disturbed. 

£Naioii»« That's nothing If you do want me, rm in 
the cmsvalesceni ward. Goodbye. 

[jFle iroet oar wiikaui lmkm§ 6mi» But hi cmimi 
inti Doiui Gmh*$ im pmm§ ami ski Imks oi him 
# 00 .] 

Qtiac^< He*# a kandsmoe tmui. 



rm kisaixni (;oi) ycr u] 

C^%mt SK And .» \\av uifh him . . . hadn’t he, 
Slater CJratia? 

hisrjR (iRun, \iM knoH ,i!l ihh things I'm 

Mire* 

VxKUtlAS, Vnu'ie am ui'^h mr are 

SisiihCJruh, I **nK 1 anu ,uui uorr^Ing 

the diAtuT o\er a thaig hke ih it, 

CANauAs. Well, uliir iKe is he tur •* Header, a^ it 
\Uis \uu, he was onU tiMi gUiil |ti u<me [ 7^-* Qt u %*) 
%v,tvn> he? 

QviLA* Trust him. He’s eves in his bead. 

CANiaJ.\s^. 'rhat he has . . , t«»» l\v ^ren bun srae a 
dav j^ning on for two tnonih*' now . . . and I kitfA^ he\ 
^ot evt*s in his head. He’ll near a paifu-ulat person 
and he knocked all of a heap, |Ki#fr thing! Oh, rserv- 
one\ noticed that. {7*lori tAe htfks at Sisiih (iHAtu md 
sa^s You’ve an angrl’s face , , , that’s a fact. 

StSTLA CiRACiA. %Vh«it art ’kou both talking alwnit? 
fOuiCA burns mia ku^hur*] 

Srsri^a Gracia* And ■what are vou laughing at, pr.n? 

QtiiCA. Oh « t . nothing at all, Sritora. Don^t lie 
angry , * * I meant no harm. 

Candslas* But what I my b that coif^ i.an’t hide facrsi 
• . « and tn wotnaii’a face is man’s prrclition. 

Quica* Yet . • . and a woman’s in a man’s. * * , 

CAH0EI.AS. And if she looks al! pale and sad and seems 
just to be crying out for someone to take care of hei. , . . 
CTAe twa are iaHia^ ia each at her ^ baf wiik*flance$ 
ai SiSTER GaAcrA, %ak& $ay$ very reoere/y.] 

Sister Gracia. Will you please tie c|uiet? 

Cakdems* We didn’t mean you * . * for you’re a 
saint * .. * everyone knows that . « « but it’s tlit very ret* 
mm why I hate to see you here. 

SxsTEE Gracia* you indeed I 

CAifOEtAi* I teU yoii» Sister » * * you don*! know what 
fm*tt miiiiiig* 

Qiiica* You lon*t # .i * she*s right * * • you dbn’tu 
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SisiL’B. CJrmh. 1 / nv.vi/ < * , \tMn u^kn^txfi 

SCfS*^C» 

CAKUhl%^* \V<iuhi I 'f* < * n n . . , »in ! *mJ 

pretty « * . and h» t <1 i^rr » 
babies** fates , . . u mi I , t i i ^jn#: nu 

Sefiora * . . it •* nc u*» ^ i “n . » , and t^ur f ithrrV 
the man ^hi* i.u uhi h>sr and d N inid ti^M^t itr , » * 
thatV uhat a u *m, n n ,nN , , ‘‘y 1 t^l sy»i. 

Sl&T J R ( Ik u M. ^ M' rti HMre T > ti < hMr Knr 

ytni» either nf jinu** N# hr ntl \a tlir it% 

nearly dinner tmir 

Candidas* {Tn l<i iht thin^$ she 

cttlirrts ifi imn rw? utth her.] Hn4 M<»ther . » * ton 
don’t know wherher she% n*orf brant n»4l to at wdirn 
she’s angr> or when slir% plra rd. tm like that ♦ » » in a 
place like thn . . . wlirir no nnr a vliance Itiok ot 
them. « * • (T^rn $hf ii^y^r tifmn,\ 

Oh^ ifaokH drop srnir Isdb 
Tn krrp mt m loiir fye%, 

For there r%e actii rmielf 
At last . . . m Faradtse. 

SiSTiJi Gracia. (/ruV^li/^) Be quiet ... be quiet. 
You have a voice like a watchman’s rattle. 

CASi0fii.AS. Ha%*e If It waa my voice though that fimt 
brought him running after me « » « for all that he hm 
gone and left me now! Oh, Holy Motherl » . . 

1 have I grief, a grief 
Which if 1 longer bear « • . 

Statm Gracia. Really, you aeem to have taken leave 
of youf aensea today. And haven*! I loU you to be oi 
to the refectory? It*a tiine our private, patient took her 
walk. 

Qoica. Oho * , , have we got a private patient here? 
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Wrv jr iXf f r t*H ht tinnt* 

fiist whit ur ill ln\* lu t n t p * ' N » i anil hreathf 

fhf ii thif nr 4i . , tU ir 

Qi u i U dl pit pV f pi It <m n u t ii?* mthtn^ 

til kftp It up UV^t iju iiTif It UH t h u 

\rir hiu fHv lunte thutpv i,* num^ , b t thn hnr 
, iivi fhi*^ ilni*H \^ht im- 

tuitfifh tJ htr ftutt Uft ) 

Visi*R Aff \m bnh Kuuip « ur .tte jou 

nut * 

<Jl li Sennri , * thw \rn mmutr , . . 

[Jj: $hi IS iurnifiis ff* tht $omu thf hasksi 

crmilf*] 

Qvtc^, Wfll . , , jim Ifmk nhat that dune . . * 
l«ft her bahv here! 

$mfK (iRMiA Take it nith sm then. 

C Anmt AH. YtH^ Seainra . , . Aie • * . Ain’t look at 
me a* if Td ciMiimuitfci a crime I 

Simn CjftACi^. Oh, be off « . « be oHi 

CAmntAS* Hol)^ ilothrr. * • * 

I ha^e a grief, a grirf 
Which il I longer bear • * • 

A coffin and a grave 
For me they am prepare. 

lTh0 Mmg Jki awap. Left atme, Sftnm GgACfA 
Imm a 0fmmt the amt imugk #o rfi|* /Irr 

fMf i$ drmi^n ead tad* iai «f$fr a Uitk tA# imdes lo 
kmatf aiti ilrra #<»#i re a 4 mr ikai km mt kern &pemd 
pik ii and ikappimt smi thtn t^mm kmk 
MuaMtrrA, mpkg.l 

Qiaqia# Von ciai oome out now* 

Tkm% no one lieft? 

iaiittt CliiiAOiA No one at ilL aU geeie lo 

dblMOf* 

h 0 pifPtf fkl i# m Mm 



[jar ii\ in^ ^ ui} 

plaifi fit rk iim^ an i tht la*fff i I i »•*•*/ / f i 4t t nd 
Mark ihhi tht ^ t n ti^np h*r ns it fn,i ih 

middie tht t t a r h f f st f 

a nndU^ nf shamt *ttd hnnn and htr t 0 I i n $nmt- 
timn %ud am! sunutimti ^hut p uah t, 4 dt^patf 

hhi tn n* t hfttna htt stn! tn! tht pr i 

ehmr sht hmh and murmun hdf miit ul dul^ ] 

Ma»c*\RIM \I(itiii*r ot <iud . * 

[SlsriR (fR\ 4 lv ta Mr ami fptuls tjinil% 
ver^ hmils 1 

SiSliR (»R4civ. Ncm m% ihihl . jtm f tar 

mmt am mor<*. {*«*!( \ihir t 4i> ii 

is» Aren’t >ou glad id thi» Minshme alter all tht iuld and 
ram? 

{Marc; AKITA, htr makes nn fepl%* 

SiSTi-R CtRAClA /ft ftwr ft/ ifit hhanmmsf trtis and 
breaks nff a htili hrantk whu h she thrnu s tnist 

ikif fftfVs lap* Hall m motemeni, net refh* Then 
Si&TFR CJracia ^Kjfr a hand tn her fan head and hfts 
the sunk head^.} 

SiSTFR Gracia. Lift that head now*. What do you 
want with your eye* always 6xfd on the ground^ Look 
up at the sky. God is there, and hell comfort you. 

Maroarita. [Stiibiarnly*} God uon’t look at me. 

Sister Gracia. [Sisll kind, bat a htth mare r/eraiy.] 
Won’t he? Is your sin too great ... or do you think hts 
mercy is too small? 

Ma|carita* God is merciful to you, isn't he, when 
your heart is softened. Mine has only been broken. 

Sistre Gracia. Ho, don’t my that . . « you mustn’t 
say that 

[Maroarita hides her face in her hands and begms 
ia cry.J 

SitTRR Gracia. How dcm’c ciy . « . you know how it 
upsets fm . * . it’s ireiy dangerous. * . . 

Maroarita. Oh . . ^ I’m not going to die . « no 
ime el that. You never do die when you want 10 . 
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SiSTf.R Ci»R\Ci\. Hush n* w . * , or Death 

ma^ hear . . . ami luine tui 

M \RtARiJ 1 uinh it uould ... On f v hh it uuuld. 
It I ctmUl just die and die heie . . . m 

this iiUainntis pi ae . . , and thtn nt) > n»‘ aiuld twr luar 
ot me aj^iaui! It I could he huned ht re aud hirgatun * . , 
unh m\ sli mie and nn uiiin|»s • , . 

SisnR (iR\u\. [J fam huntl un ha shuuMe^.} And 
uith >our chdd too^ 

MmtARiix* [I ixulls 1 es . , . tm iluld too. 

SisuR iiR\ci\. Uh>*ed J<nus! 

(/#«/ she niHus lur kmd smilt ngmn^] Him sorry you'll 
he that >ou said that, ome hc\ burn and you hold him in 
yuuf aims. 

Mar(,arita. XI> ininivhmfnt. 

SibTiR CiRACit. No, no, no . • . ,i stm urn neser be his 
mother's punishment. 

Margarita. Not when he is hei diMiomnu? 

SisTiR CiRAciA* The ciitldV no dishonour * * * only the 
sin is that 

Mari^arita. h^s the same thing, 

SfSTiR CjRACIa. It IS not. When God sends you a child 
he offers you pardon for your sin. 

Maroarita, Pardon. . * , 

Sister (Jracia. Why yes. Would you have left sin* 
ning if the child had not come to convince you that you 
were sinning? God puts redemption in your arms, 
Don^t miss the chance of it. Oh, think what it cary mean 
to you to live and suffer for your child • • • and to teach 
him to be good, God in his mercy is calling to you * , , 
and you must answer , • , you must not turn aw^ay* Oh 
yes ,,, cry if you want to because you repent , , * but 
not because you^re iti despair. And in a little whik now 
ait angel will come to dry your tears, 

[fiar MAROAStITA makf$ no kir eyes xiill 

npm ih$ DefmHd, Sifrm 
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C»R4ci% *i stid btth $kfu(f ifi hir ^hmldtts anU 

imks up.\ 

SistiaGRXcn* Oh Diar Ciud ... 1 

[T/u« a/u wiOfirA a^Kiis, and fur frum 

her un sht iihntJ> (hare* JfUf u mr*meniM 

Maro^rua sum m a lui.rd 

Maroarha* Hell June mi hithtn He'll h.Ae no inu 
then 

SisiiE CiR^ciA. 3So motlin, did ym sa\ ? Dd %ou 
say dial? l)'>ou rneaii >ou’re thinking tli.u soy'll turn 
>our back on him and leave loin hete . . , as the^^e 
wretched svomen leave theii children? 

fA7#e has dropped her ti^nrk and is sn vehement, so 
shahen uitk indtgnaimn, that Margarita ^ets up, a 
little frightened*} 

SiSTfcR Gracia. Oh no, no! Vou can’t mean that . . . 
you couldn’t do such an infamous thing, lo gne up your 
child altogether * « * oh, think • » * think! No, you 
couldn’t do it * • * you couldn’t. Promise me that you’ll 
take him with you « . • and give him your name . . » 
and the love that he has a right to. Promise mt* 

Margarita. 1 can’t* 

Sister Gracia. Why not? 

Margarita. My father knows nothing about it. We’ve 
told him that Tve a vocation for the Sisterhood and he 
thinks that I’m here on probation. If he knew, he’d die 
of the shame of it 

Sister Gracia. And your mother . . . ? 

Maroarita. Tve no mother. I’ve a step-mother. 

Sister Gracia. She knows? 

Maroarita. Yes, she knows. She has helped me de- 
ceive my father and hide here. Not that she cares much 
for tncl But at least she’s a woman « . . and understsuub. 

SirtER Gracia. A woman, isshe . . . and understands? 
UtNieiataiids what? Mm she never had children . * . ? 

14 i tMi mommti Sister Fruciana comes across she 
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burl 0/ thi pnttn *f 4 tt\m^ *fhri ihi 

her M’lRiARii \ tu iftmfir tih tit muni and 

runs in hr tr\m 0 1 

MAR<*\Rn\* S*sur ielkiiiii . ^ thtt ihe pmt , . . 
h then* isn^thini? hn m< * 

Sii»iiR I } I R£XN \ £ ni Mirt I <h n t kn w I he S ii^ 

TUir it uju rt ax u h 11 ih* n j> 

(AAi* is ^mnq ha nri\ hut \l \ntix dtipmtiii^ 
iutihs iit her kuht j 

Mar<*vriia Oh for the ioa if Couh ht im m< them 
I won't ask lou for the htt<f 1 uon t imltuJ I 
on!> ^^ant to km»w. Oh • . pka^r . \um't sou* 
Oh . • * ril go on kmes , 

SiSTfR Fi*uchna. But . ’ 

\lf*htie Maroarita imeh and in hr, $hi 

ijuestinns Sister (Jracia uah u Innk u^huk 1/4* * 1 $ 
tkts girl mad^**\ 

Si&TFR Gracia, l^t her look. 

[MarcaritAi when she gets the letiers, runs ihrmgh 
them wuk fepemh unxieip md pmus {rum kupe in 
despnndemp md in despmr*\ 

Maroaiuta. No ... . jes? No .. no ... no! 
Nothing ... oh, Godl . . . nothmg! 

SssTiit Filsciaka. Well . . • Goi\ will be done, you 
fenow. 

[5Af phths&pkieaHy packs ike leSfers iogeskrr again 
and departs. Bmi Maroarita a left tike a mad crea* 

tart.} 

MAKiOARtTA. Nothing . . . nothing . . . nothing! 

Sivm Gkacia. My dnld, nay child . . . luwp calm. 

Maikmilita. Not <»w> word! I'm not worth even a 
word from him . . . and I’ve brought mywif to th» for 
him, Hd knowa where 1 am ... h« kimvn . . . dh, he 
knowit 

SOTtn Qmcia. (To mry fomeflmi#.] He'll writ* to* 

inoiww* 

liMMMiXtA. H« won't. 1 alall die here . . . alone. 



lALi ill nu hl\i i>ffM ^ ni) 

lor he liofMi I l a# n ^ ^ j | % tlir i^r 

oh ( imH i H»e 

[%S^r d I / i U http \ 

GHAiH g tt f htt ni u t , 
htsnK IhfTc T w (1 n I thi'tk ol 

that any itw^rr 

[hiiddmi} SlAPiAnit \ i^rpt rMrn and I h txfdip 
m frmi tf hrr j 

i^AaCAan^ Hrsi^ukrl r»< rveryMi 

sajji thaf Ve^ %i ike4* N mt hr % li 

only that hr (lor^rt f Uist ii« Ami I rioln t kn ^ lorn to 
make him hnr rm Hut fhrrie lArtr ih^ (hat did VVril 
♦ . * nhat more i,mUl I 1 ifi^r m>%rl< !«i hm bf#dly 
and loul * . . ami nrn tliat vkjt^nt fw*«g:h kwr hr Ha# 
fals« to me Oh thoH* Humnt that f«a»k him inay from 
me! And vihm I ified alt hr %Aid nm * But if )ou 

really loved me { hkr etkoet dufra* uih * ] I f )ou really 

loved me! If yoo really loied me!* 

[SA# km tmgtd fkrmgk if mi and mgtfr eo ikf f/i* 
mm 0 / m &immi hiimm! ttream 4ni nmnf ik* §ft$ 
up md §uii up i« Smii (iHacia*) 

MAAOAitnA* \ 0 u don't knon nhat it ei to i»e jmkm» 
Sifna CiuciA. I never want to know. 

MAitOAiitTA. It*i hell. It's like being btimt alive* It*f 
like having one’# heart tom out. *Uf yon if ally loved m/* 
Ay de mi ... ay de mil Aa if I didn't . . . better than 
myom c be woiald. 

Serrilt Gkacia. {f^ery Niot^d*] Yea « « .« yea. ICcey 
mi«t now. 

MAimAgiTA. For haven'l I rUked talvtlimk • » » hok 
what fvt biotiijbt on myaetl jitai to pimm bim. And I 
dM « . . I prayed God ! mbdit dk * * • and it fneant 
li>tli^ 10 him^ Blit thtfi waa otie day * * • yei^ jmi 
« whwt he dki lovt mt. And 1 felt yoit» 1*4 Im 
mf mm «nd aee him bee hk, to havt that day over igihit 
tefili Don^t bliug^hemel 

ai» I itdl fka almtii it idl « « « i dt sMth* 
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but lir. For I’m not v>rr\ im th<* sin and the shame of 
it * . * I'm ni»t. It he w mts me, uhit do I care about 
fiommr or dishonour , . * he’s m> life . . , I\e other, 

Si&liR iH\u\ Be quut . , he quiet, I tell xaiu 
Are sou mui - . * or do jrou uanr to lose \our List hope 
of saKafion ^ 

[%HRrARnA ksis till S(^if tonifni whtitfttr. She 
clings h}?ttnmily tu Msna CiR^ii% t^ful kneih to hit 
uithuut m the iem* knmnn^ uho 5/ie 10] 

Mar< \Rn A- Where is he^ 1 or the Ime ojf G<»d where 
IS he? Tell me where he is so that I can ito to htm • . • 
barefoot • , . on my knees. . . . 

Sister Gracia. Let me go. 

&IARCARITA. Carim . . Carlos! W’e’re here . . . 
both of m . . . your child . . * and I’m here. Carlos 
. * . love . - * life . . . Carlos . . . 

{She falls io the ground m a iMint fit of Ayr/mVi. 
Sister Gracia is rmUg alarmrd, and talk owe.} 

StffBR Gracia. Help . . . help I 

[Enrioub comes in h t^tnd hf ike other 

Sister FstictANA.] 

Ehrique. What is it * . * what has happened? 

Sister Feuciana. Who was that calling ... ah! 

l$he goes io succour Maroarita. while SiSTER 
Gracia, very distressed^ hardlg knowing what she is 
sagingt erging indeed like a child ^ fusi manages to get 
OUi ,1 ^ 

SrsTSR Gracia. This woman . . . this woman . . . ! 

Enrioub. There now . . . dm’t be iFrightened . . . 
it’s iKtthing. 

[He tifn Mp Margarita, who proms quitter, little 
hp little, tfpkinp out '^Ap . . . op,” and sraduallp pet- 
tinp some control over herself, fie takes the plass of 
mater that hat teen left ip the troapk emi pioet it to 
Smm FsticiAMA sapinp.} 

Embiqub. Sprinlcle a fm dmqw in her face. Keep qiikt, 
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Lap qutit* Ih *i * t J ! u nj 

}out hxt. 

[hlSTIH 1 I Ut J \ /* /J /if r ^ 

rsRini I Ihit ! ^ t N H r»ki i trt ^ tu 4 tit h**- 

gm again . . . d u u luuir r ! mi ^ 

[ thnuiih ht tJh i * M \K< \»,it % ht ii l*i*Almh fttihif 
anxiuml^ ut CiRUI^ %ih** ji humnt$ hn^iamt unr 

uf the piiiuri iiitf thHUtfh she int$ tu nunifui 

hast if.] 

MAnuAml^. . . . 1 mil 

Lnriqi !»* {TuitNt^ It iitili huttlt ffum hu putiei ] 

Tak<* a nf this. Ami anw %mi re all nfhr . . was^n'f 

anything mums, uas itf {Tu SiSTfH i iLkn%A. j Nm% 

♦ • . take her tu her rmnn * . . g»sr her 4 hrtle orange 
flower uater . « * shut out the sun, and keep her ciutrt* 

SiSTi-R FfcUKiANA. Come along then . . . don’t cry 
any more* 

iaies MAk(%AmrA md Sister (iiuscia, 

kardip htnelf rvm yei, u msimetn e/> fuUuwing them, 
whm Eneioue, gmily mthuntmwe, stQpi A#rJ 

Enriqi/b* Wliere are you gtnng? 

Sister Gracia. I « * „ ! waa going with them. 

Enrique* No. 

SiWR Gracia. Why not? 

ENRiaus. Because it’s quite possibie that in a mmmt 
she’ll have another attack . « • and you may have one loo 
if you’re there. 

Sister Gracu* I? 

Ehrioub* Yes • . • these nervous crises are very cofi« 
tagious tdiinp . » * Besides you’re thoroughly upset « . « 
you’re taking all over* Sit down. 

Sister Gracia. But. . . , 

Enriqur* Sit down, please. EtectoFs orders. 

[SiSTBE Gracia sits down md after a momeut trin 
lo $pmki> Sui $he is still $a apses skat she hardlp 
imms what she k seytir#*] 
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SisriR €iRur\ BU^mJ Jt^u^ that p<w*r j^iri 
she pgsstsstd • * • 

LvEiQit. Dunt ulk . * . nst C.!nh \our<H a m<*- 
meiit, 

[6/ii» him* lit ihtn in uuil up Mid 

doun^ itfit (iomg nn murtt tu htt Jttt9 a mntmnt 
shi ] 

SisriR CjRUix- Can 1 upm tlu ni ufm 
I Mtioi i, Ai<^ vnu i]inte >uui‘-dt aitain ^ 
bi&tift iJRAitA* \ts, I am. 
hhmQVh. Quite’" 

StSTiR Gracia. Quite be afraid . I’ve 

never had hjstencs jet. 

IShe gets up m if H go, Thtn kt mutes a sttp 
nettnr^] 

Eistriqu^. Sister Gracia. [Struei k^ hts ime she looks 
ut km tunomlg,] Hw «ld arc >ou^ 

SiSTra Gracia. Oh . . . really, I hardly rimemlier. 
Twenty-nine, i ought to be, I thrnk, on m> next birthday. 
Yc& * . . that*» It* Ten years ISe been professed . . . 
and I was eighteen. 

Enriqub. YouVe been here sinc.e >ou were eighteen? 
Si&TRR Gracia. Oh no . . . Tve onI> hem here four 
years and a half. 1 started in an Asylum for old mm. 
Oh, poor old thtnp ... if >ou knew how miserable it 
made me to leave them » • • really tt was almcmt worse 
tiian leaving my own home. They were «o fond of me 
* « * and I was of thtm. Hard luck: they"d all had!* And 
thtg were so old . * « and I wa$ auch a child. They med 
pmtmA * • * ionie of them • . » that I waa their grand* 
daughter « « . and sometimes Td find myself thinking of 
them i» a tlii^ were my dolb. Such fun we used to have 
tcagetibert 

ElitItlilFt* Theieb not mitdi lun m be had here. 

Sietm OaaciA* I think; that all the sorrow in the world 
b IRS be immi hete# These wcanen * * * I dofi^t know 
wleAiir It mSm me more wretched to have them suffer 
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bo , * r thfH t ’‘l ju f ! lu J * ^ ^ \nl r 

babiej* . . thr <ru>> tli « * ( n \ uf jn 1 t ^ r 

that t\m hriiiK h< n Jt t mm 

peuple onh ti n\ I %% lw^t tN H j » ^ f n 

, * * 4^ It thn %M.n tnuthiriK' u t t ui 1 mm i 
together Ami • . . ah rt <i i-* n* 4*. 


u!nk juti 4\%i\ im n i,} f v^hri I * r 

vjmerme put a dt ul child nt»i ilu invjcr*' it tn# f*iU I hu 
it hoint c!iu! its thro if w is m f ! s* *11 m^rr 
Unget It. Wfth big bh« wide of in tas *1 sr«rrrd tu 
be asking . * But sih> . * bm uh\^ 

hs^tQi I. This iaiit go on mu kmm Sistfr Gratia 
SisifR (jRAcis, \\ lur liu Mtu mean' 

Enriol^. You im*t m\ here. 

Sima (iRAtiA Wlurr^ 

Enrsouf. hurriiumied ihtt misery and pam • * mia** 
tty of the boil> and of the spirit tmi Kir sou re right 
the IS hole isorldV ynhapptne^s is centred here . . , isrVe at 
the very heart of its corruption* Vice or tonardite it ma^ 
be • * * degeneracy, iwrlf-will . * • but user it all, despair* 
For what have they to liMik forward to # . * any of them^ 
Sister Gracia* I know, I know * . * there^a nothing 

* * , and that% what is so horrible* My pour aid meii now 
. * • who cared what became of them ? But it was m tmy 
to take them out of themselves . * . why, tf Td pmmiied 
them the moon to play with, they’^d have felt quite sure of 
getting it « * • because Vd promised* But these wretched 
souls *•* . what vtibns can one give to them^ Some of 
them are caUous, and soim only wish they were dead, and 
some just want to be revenged. But there's not one * * * 
not one dial evim ttmmii to rise above it alt And, if they 
did * *. « what could we promise them? They leave here 

* » « and what it waiting lor thtmf More misery « # 
ttioie hmffit * * * more vice * * * more shame* Do yon 
Imm, t dtinfc misietti^ * * * oh, not very oitmp tmt smiie^ 

I am*t hadp thinking * , « Biat if oiw of thw wmen 
wmM mir nil up her itea4 take her child itt her iim 
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am! outface* uhat the* uoild e ills her chsliunuur . * * 

God at least would fnrfjfHc her. For he alwa^*^ dues inr- 
f»he us Ef we t.ill on Inm. Hut tlieti * . . ?he\ don’t know 
lioH* to cdl on hnn. Hem ‘^hould the\ ^ !\o one h.H 

taught them I 1 uw hardU kntm that he e\i ts Then 
how can one mh against a God one doesn’t kmm ? And li 
the\\e nut LnowingU smued . . , how shmihi the\ tee! 
the shanu% and win , , . oh win . . . shmild suth punish 
merit fall upon them‘d Gud . . . tlrud . . . hut who is 
to hiame then for mi much miserj f 

r.KRioit- Sister Giacia . . . Sisfei GraeJa! 

SisiiR Gracia. What am I saving . . . what have I 
f»aid? Oh» forget it please. And CJod forgne me . . , 
blessed Jesus! . . . thy will he done , . . and as 5011 ha\e 
wulied it . . . then so ir s^hould be. As it is . . . it js 
right . . * although wt cannot undeistand. Hate pity on 
m and forgive us all • . . Lord . • * laird! 

Enriqui. But . . . why aie urn ciAmg then? 

Sister Gracia. Oh, indeed Fm not * . . welt * . * 
no, Vm mt <iuite inyseU yet That girl . . . like a mad 
creature # • . like some fury from another world. You 
mustn’t think Vm generally so impressionable as this. But 
today » . « well, you’ll foi^tve such fuoltshnaift « . » and 
. . * another time. . . . 

ISke Mimrts to #0.] 

ErfifmQViMn Wait . • . wait a little. 

Sister Gracia* No, really * « . there is i»o much to be 
done* . # * * 

Enrioiih. Wait « • • please « . * just for a minute, 
t wROt to i^ak to you « . * of something that may toudi 
ymi very fiearly. 

Sltim Gracia. That may touch me * . * I 
E»Rt<tUE. Well then . . . that does touch me very, 
very nearly « • . that means more to me than mtithing 
in the vmrld. # yerrur# jfrpm No . * . for 

God^i sake dbn*l be oienddL 
StetMi Gracia* Let me io» pli^* 
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Evrique. "Vou Hhat it 

SiSTtR Grui^. \u. 

Enriqli.. Ah . • . but 5*ni du [Hi t$ iitepi% m*ntd 
for all that he $pealb qutttis aisd xtundi iif% gitii, sht^ 
iranbUng taifur, xtiinds Hi ^till, to Inttn ] histtr 
. . . \<m can’t i>ti Icidm^ this htc* lhn\ lm >ou in 
dure to he sunk here in this |iit of bitterness and despair,^ 
Well then * . . I 4 ant eiuJuie that m^u sh<Hihl be. lor 
three >eafs now ISe btun uaiimjj; here and H^einjj; >011 
every da> * . # and from the iirht das tared ior 

you . . * 

Si&TXR CiRACiA- Oh, God m hea\en» don’t saj that , . . 
hush, hush! 

Enriqul, WTij ? 1 base cared tor 50U » » . felt for 

>ou more and more « • and more deepH* For }ou arc 
all that 1 believe a vioman should He • • » v<nj are good, 
you are true, >011 have s,ense * . • and sou are full of joy 

• . . you were when I kmw you first. And if you’re un- 
happy now , . • wliy then, indeed, you arc not > ourself* 
You are a sick woman now* 

SiSTBR Gracia. 1 . . . f 

Ehriqur. Yes * . # the foul breath of this place has 
poisoned you* All the tears that you have seen shed arc 
heavy on your heart. And all the suffering youVe seen 
and all the blasphemies you’ve heard have beaten back into 
your body and your mind. But you need the bright sky 
above ^ou and the fresh air to breathe . . . and on your 
horiaon some gleams of hope. 

SisnPEE Gracia. No, no . . * oh, no! 

Ehriooe. Yes, yes . . * and that’s what I bring you 
when I bring you ... my love* 

SwiR Gracia. Oh, for God’s sake. . * . 

Ekrioue* My love. We must call things by their 
names* 

Stsinm Gracia. And you dare to speak to me of love 

* « . here * * . where we see how it ail ends. 

Ehrsoi^R* It isn’t love that comes to such an end * * • 
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th*it has eaten like a canter jnfu "rnn* Ime be- 

tween men ami women is health an<i stien>*f!i lu both. 

SiSTi R CIr I V. Tihtt IS enoiiyjh ! 

Jii farn^ frhH% J* 

iXuiQt i. No. don't ji:fi aua\ • . . listen . * . there s 
mahin^ Tm sa>in|i: tiuit nenl obend \>aK Lo%e tit it is 
worthy ot the name biin^N peace ot mind and hannotn . 
vlear thoughts and steadtastnivs And work to he done 
, , . and shared . , . oh, an\ious hmiis enough . , . hut 
with their hurtJen lightened In just halt. l>a\ rtt»er div 
of tail and weannesi» . . hut at the end ot eaih the com- 

fort of a heart that beats near \miTs, i’ome imt of thi«i 
and learn to laugh agatm Take oft that habit uhuh 
IS black like death and that coif * . • it\ like tlie cloth that 
\ou lay on a dead woman s face . . . and honour me by 
trusting me to make ytm happy. 

SisTfcR Gracia* 1 am happy. <i!od knows it 

Enriquh. But won’t you be as happy with me? And 
I should be m happ^ with you. Ah . * « forgive that ftom 
a man who really isn’t uwd to being Hellish. Tm not of- 
fering you what’a called a life of pleasure . . * mine's aus- 
tere. I’m not well off, and I’m a doctor and you’d l>e 
brought clcwM^ enough, if you were my wife, to all the ills 
of txiankifid. Don’t be afmtd that you’d have no chance of 
doing good. I live for my work . . . and though I don’t 
wondiip acience for ini own vake ... I do believe it can 
help me to help my neighbour. Won’t you help me too? 
You have grown wise in charity. Working together we 
, could give such life to our work , , . won’t you try? I’m 
a free mm , • • and you are free . . . 

StfTiR Gracia, I , , , free! How can you say that? 

Emrioui. Why, you wouldn’t be the first to leave the 
hard md you dioie when you were young and full of it* 
imkm hr a simpler way « . . the hutnait way, you kmw, 
tliif lave midcei earier, 

Swtm ClkACiA* I have gtvm my love onoe luid for all. 
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I abide In th if ^ ‘i' It ' ‘ ‘ j i n i ti « 

in It. 

I , hi r ^ f K 

SlSlIR CiRUM. " * I m 

happ} * . . uni ^pr«» ^ *^1 1 I m * ni 

ami pt^rhip- Im il! • 1 ' r d u ^ d> 

\(m MV » liu! C Uiit h n f * i ?* I 

nut see him, but he ■» w m u f \n i \ * 1 1 bun he 

\uli nut leave me Oh v»*^ J t *> it nst nuvv he ha^ 

put hituine^s m the tur* i » O hi /*Mn im sf> nauh 

other happim^^s . , , thu t i»**» -*» i *tir <^^r4. \nd 

he will again . , . I fh>t Ir \% II Arid even ir he 

docs not I have given mv*elt h»r r m 

KnriouJ- Sister Or.Hra , 

SfSTm IJitAtfA, For ever . h*T ever. And no one 
has the right tij trj and furri iiw trum mv w i\ \t% love 
and my sorrow are m> Cttwi's. No don’t s|»eiik and don't 
come near me* I>on t ever s|>eak or ever think of thiv 
again. 

Eneiouf. h that ymt last word? 

SiSTHE My last * , . and my only one. 

Good-bye. 

iShf u more I Ana # fHih ikaket* Ay at I rAir* Ay I Ac 
vmtemi $hf « ifomy lo Arriei/, t#»rr n^iiof lAe Iwrai 
10 # 0 .] 

Eneiqur. Well, at letit let me as a doctor give yon 
some advice. 1 really think ymi are til * . « you are wonri 
out. m 

Sister Gracia. Don't iM that trouble you. The Supe* 
rior IS retpontible for my good bcslth. Whet 1 need (Ae 
will order. Good*l^e. 

Ekriqur. Good4>ye. 

[Ife tmuf Rod #«.« witkoui tutninf kit head. 
SiiTBR Gracia turm mum t» go out on the left md 
to the hot to erott the luhoh ptHto. ithe is quite broken 
with emothu emd phftkal fwtipmt the movet very 
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hu firpfis iuU iau! ^nd fn u htfk ilnud 

Thtn sht t^ilh hif\(lf i 4#i iht 

fix ftum kir ilteu Inuis tH ti fn* a htHt pftMti li in 
hei bnmt md stt%\ ] 

Smir (iRUiA. ^ * . hr!u\«il sA\u\n . . • da 

not Imr im* vnthaut luip! 

f^VAiT nn ktif tifmn find, /jt $lu ii^uchtt tkf 

ihnr, mfiiif iht Si inaiim innunti nai.] 

StsTiR CjRHU. Sjstir Vri^tm\ 

SjJ»ri'R t'Risii’^A. Whdt \s $1*^ \\h\ uluts tlu^ nut- 

ter? IfouVe sfukmp: al! o\rr Are u»»i i!P 

SiSTiR ilnscix* Na imlml Hut I \% int tt» a^k a ft- 
vnur. WtH jou be m> kind as ta write tudds . nuLn, 
plea*»e . , * to the authorities and ask thrin if thr\ will 
traniifer me, * . • 

Sl&ltR C»!STiKA. Rut. • . . • 

SiSTiR Gracia. Please . . . please! I want to leave 
here at once . . . and without anyone knemm^: . . or 
knowing where I go! 1 heg ^ou * . * for the love of Ood! 
It IS a case of conscience « ^ « 

Curtain 
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Itlllt It./' t lit, I tin tiitt hiP t.Uti 

tium U nut ^nls I \ H < l*nt t ixtt li ’n > f •■ 

a ijruit \t'> . ''*«<'/ '• I 

lu»e tapi tn than Ou tin ^rounii . l>, , !’< t t 

ft,u> lattn ndhd P't> „ r.nm utth 

Tht front of th, toom a utfotnuti ot u dimmf 
uMes and inmhtt of plom dud. i h.n an t^r 
tuhltt, om o’t <a,h udt of th, room 

In tht uall on tin m/ht n a lau,t doorua\ tkf 
stands optn all thf ttmt and tlnoa«h tt ont 
glmpse of tin t/t>at pulin In tht hit uall ^ ^ 

doon uhtih had to uthu dmmatoonn Jj „ 
tht otht, for tht hitf. Imt it n tin hit, ho^s that tat m 

‘'‘*4Tth”hiUi an httth tandout thautfk 
sh can hr snn lUnrath the u mdoui 
,t an itna«e of the I tram and Lhiid. ^ **'' ;* ^ 

todh art, Mud fiount nh» adorn /*/. J5 

MMA .1 m the kiithtn a tiutir of ,«i’. 

a eountry woman, untdu fated and faitiurn. hut f 
mon mte and sturdy praitual f'f 

pkisunl pownt of work 6he ,t h the stove and hat tust 

fimsktd putima tht four lartfi pots in a row. 

Enoracia and 1.0RIN/A earn e in j 'phey 

With tuid haudlit uhtth n fall of cotton 

are inmates of the orphantiffe, xtry pour y » 
skirts, hemp sandah sleeved apn,m . 

an their heads t niton hatidkenhiefs ,A„ir 

once they are in tht kitchen, and lie kose move- 

neckt. Enoracia m very pretty and deluate m 
menu. LORKN7A is a rathn ugh counUy gtri, 
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L^^FR^in. lha S thr liK ui Un ^up, t j 

[Tlit^S i tin IhX, uknh tni% km tit p/n d f*,r tkt 
fmmini uhdt iH*\ iuitud tin luiti ikm nuls futm iht$t 
tin ti [ 

ST&nR Diomsi \ uu u' i nt %tn 1 ttk. 

Lori\/\, {SHinn!).l "W xX ii\ hrt ui tlure \s is. 
{7V> ilm SlSTlR muits no nfi\. 1 t> 

RfN/V and 1 \(if< M I \ ^tart tuktnt} utit il t hrud *iiUh 
twii ijnat mttii MOups, and puttvii^ ft into tin tont 
^ntft pfjt\,\ 

SisiLR DitJMsn. Put a U*\k extia in tliat . . • \\\ the 
ijtth anfs\ 

Lorik/.i.. ^es, Sister. 

KnCiRacia. ll.mkin^ at tlu Is fhe u.tter h«r? 

lAmi\/A* Not hoiliiiji: \et, 

SmiR DmNJSj^. f-ots ui time . , . it\ onH inur 
o’clock. 

ENt.RAcr V. I tl go siiiti fetch the plates. 

IShf pnti mt Aji ortt nf th* uu tht /e//*j 

SiSTiR Uio\w^. (let the lailie . • . ami \tell put m 
the dripping. 

tftkis nut nf a tuphmrd tn iht iurntf ih 
vessel vmitamm 0 tki dnpptmh ^ Im^e tram 

hdie.] 

StSTiR Dionisia. Take laie joii don’t hum ^our^ielf. 
f Lcekk/a starts in iadlf in the dripping. Then she 
st&pSf r^r^rijfcisf*] 

Loremza. Sbter Dianisiat m 

[SiSTiR Dionisia knnu^s ukat ihe matter ii» md 
m self defence Imis meml 
Sister Dcokbia. What’s the matter? 

Loremsca* YouVe forgotten the pepiiers. 

SurrsR Diokisia. No, Fve not forgotten them, 
Lorenra, Oh yes, Sister. Ijvok, the drippingN not 
coloured at alL 

Sister Diokieia. I tell you IVe not forgotten them 
. . # tbeie aren’t any. 
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Whit vIm i ill tluv 

au 

.It it ‘t 

i^lRlN/\. I klUii* 

th< hig hui^ vmn’t 

■at It. 

1 tu\ A 


go to ht*d htunifig. \t thui* Atnii inppi^i* at t\t* hfot i 
. . - thi*y won't v if if. 

SiSTiR Diovlsu i omr along no\% . . fn#" ithippnig 
uill be colJ * . and cf ifs |nn the hnad like that 

the uhole thing tuiii^ in glut 

[Wo tm uppffftiontnii fk* duppmi/ /u thf put** 

I^miN/A pfits {( tn uhflt SisriR sun si. 

Exc.racia mm t own i /mi t u tih a ptit t»{ hn pbutt 
whkh shi pah /be mbli . j 

ENC»RAtiA. '1 he platt^* 

[Anti sht f/nn nut uifum.l 

SiSTfft DiONifiU. him, put the lid^ on. 

rnrrus tbr dnppmt/ bmk tu ih rnrmf.) 

Lorek^a. If yt)u\f ihmjiss to do i»vell look after the 
water btwlmg. 

[Exoracia rnmes hutk ttgmn with u bmkit full o/ 
tin mu§$ and wumltn 

Sister I>tONisiA. Well > . . c\en if it doejjt hoi! don’t 
pour It out or >ouH burn jourselveH * . . you’d better 
cal! me. Tm going to the bakehnu*^ to see if they’ve done 
kneading. 

[She 0 W mt through ike wide npen dmn En^ 
ORACIA hm been iettmg nut the plate$t tvitk m mn§ and 
a spam e^srrfr.J 

Encracia. [Marking*} The tablets laid ... the 
silver pkte k on. 



TUL AiXGIMjM i)i [JCT IHi 

Lorinza* fturh th*^ And as for the 

bantiuet * , * uIa, tlu* Km^ h,p -elt neu’r hul the like, 
Hread -iiaked m Lot ^oi a tl, 111*.*^ . , * and no 

prpj'e!^ uith it either. 

l.N<rR^tn. J don't ki5M\ uliuh a... nukes use sicker 
. . , uith tLtnj 01 \uihn» f then*. 

Ltmi l!*kJtt\^fpin(tiiU% tj ***(! hum^iund.] 
idakl, uheo yni im iLp war Inead m aond pepper broth 
that ttuiiN it ted, at iej^t urn van pretend that it ta^ns ut 

ENORttn. Sau'a|.*;e! VoiiVe a nue one. 

LnR! VZA. Oh snv - * . \Uiat vvidi would I liavt* 
ii. • , ! Nfw lo{)k , , . siip|vf)se the hlesM*(i Saint Ca\etamj 
were tu work a miracle, so that when we put m the huUc 
instead of hsuiginji; fuit hunks of Inead and water wc got 
. . . sausages . . . and fuiled uali^h ... or beans and 
bacon ... or lentik. Ilulj Mother, I want to forget 
tfierc’s such a thing as lentds in this uorhl. 

|ENt»RAUA is f*H a her tUmvs f*n the 

ifthtvi Imkint^ fixuUy tit %nme 0 / tiitle tmd she hn% 
ttihn frnm her jt? /. } 

Ekoracia. Oh . . • there are such a Jot of things in 
this world that yaxi want to forget about. 

UmisZA. \Vhat\ that .vtmVe lofiking at? 

Kkcracia. Nothing ... a picture out of a match- 
hoTt. 

lofmisNZA. Let*5« see. (She iakt$ it md reads*] 
‘"Juanita la Serana/* Oh, dear . . . isn’t she hand- 
some? Is she nn actress? « 

Ekoracia. Yes . * . one of those that sing and dance 
and have motor-cars and silk dresses! 

l^mnzA* And how her hair’s done! Now who is it 
she looks like? 

Ekoracia. Like me. 

Lorehza. IStmdalised,] Like you! Well ^ . yes 

she is . » • if you wore your hair right high up like she does 
, , . and your skirts short. Oh ... I 
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What arc uin 

f 40 Ri\z\. Oh * • . thin^ <t il v n u 1 

hau* to eat, if >f)n ucrt *in a " *‘ii u a i. iu 
on match'bovts. 

KN'i*R^ii4. Hulii \')ui tnn/ a . . * - *nH nrt cnrnui^. 

IvORLXi!:^. ( >nh the Inrvutnt. 

ExuRxen, Here . * . )j;ive It me! 

f Exi;R»iiCi*\ stizts tkt puturt and puh 1 / hutk in her 
packet* TI^hl I.Nsntrsr m* Stu t\ ii.hut i\ 

someiwm ndUd a ''nafutht** #* 1 * amun xtJh 

the undiVilaped hrain uf a ihtUL kite hen haneter an 
old umman*s faer emd her hair h and hrntl%* Hhe 
is dressed like the other nTpheais* J$ she romes in she 
produces a strew of paper, and iukits from 1 / 

after a moment the drutmtitk of a thtiken*] 

The Ixxwlnt. CiirH . • . want same chieken? 

Lorenza, [/» fasihuiUd amaze mutt *\ Chicken! 

Tub Inmocj nt. f Hlth alt the pride of areat possession.] 
Chicken! Dun^t it sinell itmiiL (»S7rr kolds li elnse to 
LoREN^A^$ nmi\ and as sttddenls^ snatches it mva^ attain.] 
Ah * . • don’t yoa wKh you may get it! [7'A<iri turning 
generous.} All right • , . take it, greedy. But don’t cat 
it all * ♦ * give her a bit . . . shtt lo«?ks pretty hungry. 

Lorjknza. [To Ekcracu.] Ha\c some? 

Encracia. [In st^eat disgust*] No, thank you! 

Tub Innocent- Not like chicken! Have a cutlet. 
[She now produces from the st me of paper a cutlet 
hong with a little meat left on it Kngracia looking 
upon this no more faiourahly she goes on ckierfuity*] 

The Innocent- Try siomc fi&h! 

[And out comes a hit of fried ^sh.] 

Enoracia- No, no - • * take it away- 

The Innocent- No? Well, have a 

sweet? 

Enoracia. [A little moveti.Ti Oh . - - well - * # per- 
haps* 

The Innocent* Here you arc • . . cokernut! 



//// knu/^UM Of (.an ///) 

[1 \trF\U\ iht Si / tJ *ihtid% flits li tu 

hit m^tuth i ttdi^ /t h */ ’'»• 

1 Sifk SKl\* i hi nt * u t 1 { ^ A ^ 

1 Ht 1\ \ i \ t> \M it .. n lU ill ^ t n! 

I.MitRHTX. ilt dh *pu rt t\ d ^ j "JJ 
tu(* , * ♦ aiui cv4n*liiM^ < <• N »h , \ fi h ,n 

. ♦ . like i r u(h * ^ hu , . \ ^ 1 . • . t *1 

III, Vn\ n<4* 1 hi tnt Ktn .uai ^it tu n *t d nu il 

fur these futi <lns . J i ti *n ? « -^uk tu hv 

with .til that. < Inudne^^ ktiusv-v Id M#nsttlinj tu 
eat * * * hut tiut IM Ike sunu vtn uur and 

\(^ry sueet . » . ami udil » - . nn luft . ► . uh, 1 don’t 
kmm* i'otiee with luts ni suj^trl Ml td vuth lot'* of 
\megar! No, noitimji!: to eat . * « Vd like to vJeep. 
Mother Mar^, it I uniW ^'o to bed thh \en nimufe ami 
not evet h.ne t(j >j;et up a*/ain* I* or oh, I am sleepy ! 

lwi>RlK/^* {(ftih ffiUith Itmimss.] Now ^ou |ust 
IKten to me. I’eople tliat don’t eat do . , . and thats 
what\ ijoinf^ to happen to \oii . . . poaijt on hie this. 
And I tel! \o« . . * thn d ton thiow vour supper i»ndier 
the bench n^Mn I1t tell Htsier Dioiusta. oi { will * . , und 
^h«11 get it dimn jou , . . see il she dirt‘sn'il 

( F’^or^cia huttfs mtn hnn, ] 

LoRfK^A. Oh * . . don't cn! 

Kncracia, Let me be! 

Ldrlnza. Wheie me :^ou oH to? 

Engracia. Let me alone, can't ? 

[5Ar ir^ the end uf ike tMe, sHt do%n, hides 
her fme m her hands, ami tfukih prueeeds in hwe ha 
cry 0 iit, Ixmi-K/A, murk dairessrd, iatm the 
Innocent.] 

Lorenza. There . . • 5*hcN all upset again. Some days 
she fires up at >uu because sheN sure she mmt be a MarquisN 
daughter ... or why are her hands so white, and her feet 
so something or other? Other times sheN wi!d because 
she can^t go on the stage! And last night in the dormitory 
she jumped out of bed in her sleep and was walking about 
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with her e>es tight bhul ... a bit more and she’d ha\e 
been out of the window. SheV> going off her head . • . 
that’s uhat I think. 

The Ixxocent. Where’s tlie sweet? Don’t let it 
lost. 

[jS/u iakts Me from tht tahh ii 

dropped — it u a sugar-toattd one — and at 1/ u/- 

most uitk adoration. 

The Jvxuce\t. Yts, jou’d like it yourself, wouldn’t 
50U? Don’t you wish 50U m,u get it? But it’s for 
IMorcnito. [b 7 i^ fislu^ out anothir.\ Though this is even 
nicer . . . it’s got rum inside. 

Lorlnza. Where did get all thi-.? 

[The Innocem cantnll^ puts the sweet 
agam and screws up htr pami.] 

The Ihncx:lnt. Don’t \ou tell the Superior! f went 
out to take a letter to ihe Warden’^ daughter’s sweetheart 
who’s from Madrid, and snipping at the New Inn. And the 
cook tlicre said she’d make me a pusi^nr . , . because the\M 
had a big dinner on for the Tonn Council. f)h, my girl 
. . . but don’t the> Just stuff themselves! Rice . • . 
chicken . « . cutlets . . . fish . . . ham in syrup . . . 
cheese! And all because a gentleman they call a Minister 
has come down - . * and the>’d made him a free some- 
thing or other of the city . • . and then this morning to 
celebrate it they’ve given him a funeral. 

IxjRENZA. [J mazed.] A funeral! 

Thf^Iknocent. Well, it must have been. They put 
him m a coach and took him all through the streets tn a pro- 
cession . , . and there’s been a stone put up with his name 
on it in gold letters . • . just like the ones in the cemetery. 
And they hung wreaths . , . and everybody was in black 
clothes and high hats ... all the Council and the Mayor 
. . . and the College jirofessors and the (knernor of the 
province and the Bisliup. And I mppme it was Just to 
make it ail not seem so dreadful that they gave him ^ 
dinner* And there’s a bull-fight t<K) ... Just for him* 



;(> Tin f>i i,iu) fjr;/' in 

rj}<;}\e p;um‘ tlure ntAW And, ninu* . * , Juan dt? 

Duis, that u-rd to hv lu*n\ is ii^hi 

r\GR^ci\. jiun rk* 

Thl J\.voci\r. Lu» k J» te . . , it mvs so. 

[She proJnm u iiUffipltJ h *ndud uud tiny all thne 
$ii,n it iXiitidhA 

'riir . . . 

In hf^nnr oi His . * . 

FKtiRACU. Si\ tiuoaflunt hull% . . . 

Lorin/a. Bull iltjj;httrt. . . . 

'Ful LwotiM. Iim» . . hef^*! 

i'xr»RWiA. . . . pLuf will fakrn In Juan de 

Dios (Jarcui, the Fiumdimjj: . • * fioni the Orplhiriage of 
San \imente de Pnolo, 

LoRiN/A. From mir orphanage . . • dors it put that? 

Tilt Innckint. 'V es , . . and he nude rliem put it 
. . . MU 4s to sluiw that he wasn’t asliamed ot hem}#: brought 
up here. 

KNtiRtciA. Fans) llounshmiK it baek at 

them like that %vlien t!u‘> meant ir as a ih^gr.ae. Found- 
ling! And sierlup^ his iather will be w tfdung him fight 
. * * and he may see him killed! IfeJl be one uf tliose 
in a black coat and a high hat wlu/s hern at the dinner. 
Foundling! TTtaFs what I’ll call myself, Kngracia the 
Foundling . . . and if J’ln u success Til nuke Mime of the 
gentlemen in high hats pny pmty dear for the tm* of the 
name. Foundling! Foundling! 

nf /All is muiii*red krturfn her teeth, • Mem* 
while fmm the pntiu the stmud of u quarrel ran be 
heard: a mm*s vmrtt unstrtid\, hulf iuher, a ht§k 

in indipmtim; md the frightened rrier uf a ehUd>, 
This is MoRCNim It $$ Vilinti* tfmt tnih out, 
are gm up /o . . . hitting a ihild like tkatf* 
mi PouCARPO that replies, '77/ kk him tf / ckmse* 
Take that! Til ienrn ym tu tmgh at me * » * on the 
other side uf your muuthT Then MoRaNiTO streams 
again,] 
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Engracia* the matter . * . what^s happen- 

mg? 

{The three ghU all rush to the door,] 

Lorenz A. It’s that tailor! Hes thras>hing one of the 
little ones • . . 

The Innocent. It’s Motenito! [She calls out in 
great dhtress,] Moienito . . . Moienito . . . come here. 

[MoRLNiro^ a lltth hos of io who seems enn 
younger he is so pallid and fragile, runs helplessly in* 
POLICARPO, the tailor, h dose at hts heels. He is a 
hunchhaik, a drunkard, debased, almost ape-Uke in hh 
movements* ViCLNTL comes too, one of the orphans, 
a well set up boy of ib*] 

Vicente. . . . And Til break your head open because 
I choose. So now! 

PoLlCARpo. [In great disdain.] Oh, you will, will 
you? 

Vicente. Yes, I will. Let that child alone. Let him 
alone, I tell you. 

[Morenito yells with terror.] 

Vicente. Will you let him alone . . . ? 

[Vicente sends Policarpo flying. He staggers 
and falls against the screen. Morekito escapes and 
takes refuge with the Innocent, who comforts and 
pets him, and stops his crying by giving km a sweet. 
PoucARPO struggles to hh feet and scowls at the five 
of them.} 

PolTcarpo- Scum! Charity brats! 

Vicente. DVou want another? Oh yes . . . youVe 
plucky enough to hit a poor child like that . . . you won^t 
stand up to a man. 

PoucARPO. Him and you and all the lot of you . . . 
sons and daughters of trollops and thieves . . . thaPs what 
you are! 

Vicente. Say that again! 

PoEicARPO. ril say it whenever I choose. 

^'iCENTE. Say it again, and I’ll throttle you* 
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FfMJCXRPtJ. Aha , . . that i (<ti flu* ?,u\, d(i% 

tt? nn lati . . . luk i it t*\A\ \ini\v thi* 

amd dayghti*rs <d , . » 

fiujMl, XK'ith a \tll iuhi^ huh hV up^m Po! I- 
C^RlMi, l*f»R}\/\ uhii tin l\\«a I h tn Mpuiute 
them. rN<.RVtf\ shfmf^ i^iih 

En<.RUi\, Thuittle him, \ aunie . . . throttle him! 

IyORi\/\» Viu-ntf . . . VRtnft*! 

Tai* lN\CfCiNT. Help . • . help! 

PKCiRAciA, Thtoule him! 

jLORF.N!/.A» Now }UU he quiet! 

[frhilt MoRL\mi, %ti{t tpnitls %uhhin^ n little, h^As 
nn nnd suets hh us if it tktn nil nn uifuir nf Im. 

Jt this mnmmt Sis’iiR (iRUix m* 

She i$ nuw m M Indy nf 70. *N/o supports fantlf 
with a sticky suffers ftnm rhtumuHsm and wtutx spa- 
iactes, hut she i$ lit ( If nnd mens nil ikt same. J? u 
rule she speaks gently ennuitlu hut she tan t^ei ixnied 
and be an^rv im, dnd Impptnmj nn ihn fiuarrel 
she raps mt with tft'iat uuihftrit\.\ 

SlSTfeR <Jracia» Whnt’*% piintc 00 lirre? PoUcarpo! 
Vicente! Ciet away from each other at unce. What K all 
this about ? 

{The fi0hters Siparate. lamiNKA and Kkcjeacia 
hang their heads* Only Mori vno, feeling quite safe 
mw that SiSTiR (Jracia is there, breaks nut mtn re* 
newed lamentaiinns*] 

MoRSHtm Aie . « * aie * * . aie! lie hit nie * « . 
aohe did! 

[I« response in Sioter C»RACiA‘s severely qmsihn* 
in§ Imk, bath Policarpo md Vicente break nut m- 

mhl 

ViCENTS. The coward . * • he was thrashing the 
chiliii * » . 

PoitCARRO* The young blackguard * ♦ * trying to 
throttle me! 

Ak aie! 
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Sister GRici\. {Tn yhmisnth} Kttp qaht nmv. 
[Then she thumps the floor z^ith fur sth k»i fciWniul 

[There /> dtad siiirue. Thin sin turns to PoLJ- 
C.1RP0.] 

SiSiER Gr\CI\. What{\ei toiild -uth a child tn urn 
to make you ili-treat him Lke that^ Answer xm\ 

PoLiCVRPO. \\1iat the\ all do , . . all the 

time. Sit idling and laughing in a man\ tact*. 

Morenito. [Pirkutft iipA He tiies tu rrake me learn 
to sew with a needle that% gut nu point 

PoLiCARPO. I'ou broke the point, jou mean ... so 
that >ou needn’t learn to sew. 

RIorenito. [To Slstir Gr\ci\.] Oh . . . you tell 
him that’s a lie. ile gave me a needle that hadn’t any 
point just Mi that I couldn’t seu and then he hit nie, he did 
. . . because he iiates me because he sa5s I tailed him a 
name. And 1 didn’t call it him . . . and it s not a name, 
what’s more . . . lor it’s true and everybody calls it him 
. . . the Sisters cmII it him. Folicaipii the hunchliack. 
Hunchie . » . luinchie . . . hunchie! [lie tumps up ami 
down as he tries it out^] 

Poi-icARPo. See if J don’t twist >our neck for you! 

Sister Gracia. Quiet now f^’Ac raps with htr sUek 
again^ The child* $ indujnattim amuses htr, though she does 
her best to look Rlorenito, Tm surprised at ^sou. 

C5o and stand this very minute with your face to the wall 
till you have learnt to be respectful to your eltlers. Is that 
the way»a child should talk? Take care I don’t shut you 
up in the cellar and let the rats eat >ou. 

RIorenito. Aie . . . aic . . . aic! 

Sister Gracia. And as for you, my good Mr. Tailor 
. . . I have told you a thousand times that the children are 
not to be beaten. 

PoLlCARFO* Oh, I’ll give him goodies! 

Sister Gracia. When they misbehave >ou are to come 
and complain to me . . . and I will punish them as they 
deserve. 
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Wh> . . • \\jX\ itHiS ^ot^r^ ,iu* v\l the 
^.anv , * . lavkin‘4 thuii up . • . and ,u they do 

jast a*^ tlun A pntts 4Ut* ms unrk*^ ip uould gn 

in*o ii I did^n't tike them hi h ul . ur n;< ihl 

SlSHR ''riiete are t n*r s\ rk ^ jo he^aks jeans 

. ^ , and ntiiie ui thv ntSur sii t» i nd ilu* ha%r tu ill 
treat the eluKlrtii hfUutt* th<*v wn make thc.n hthuve. 

For K \Reo. 'rhen thejhe* ^levene-r th ui 1 am* 

SrsiFK i )t hau! oi iuaudv ptrlii*]-, 

PoncARi'u* lliere vm . - aluav'. ^ip the 

hrandj a^jjainsr me. 

SrsT!R <1 rui%* Wedk tus tiiend , * * don't yni put it 
duuu and then I shan’t have to hnn^' it up. Heavens , . . 
wlmt a man! 

PourcARPo. {Mtittfnn*/.] Heavens . * • vvliat an old 
vvuitutn ! 

SuSTiR (iRACiA^ Wiutk that jou sav, vim nwdent fel- 
low ? 

POUCARPO. inil(uL\ What t do in m> 

workshop is iny own alfair. Tm not the Sifters’ ^servant 
Ihn an emplovee of the Board. Lets under^jiaod that. 

SiSTfR CiRACiA. Really. And liave vui never heard of 
an employee of the Board beinji out of employment Mime- 
timea? 

PoLiCARPO. Tve got some iniluence there thougls . . . 
mi you may as w^cl! kmm it. 

SiSTibft Gracia* And m have i . . . and you may ns 
well know'' it. You lay another finger upon one *-if these 
children and well see wdio voums for most . . * your 
friends the puhlicam, or mine in the Church. And now 
you take your!»fif our of my sight. 

Pducaepo. So cmeV to treat thf*?e charity brats as if 
they were the sons of dukas. , . . 

Sister Gracia. I'hey are the sons of God . * . and 
that^s a higher title still. 

PoucARPo. [Tn Morinito.] Oh, well . . . come 
along now, you little imp. 



[JCT III] THE KINGDOM Of GOD 8i 

]\IoRBNiTO. Aic . , • aie . . . aje! 

Sister Gracia. No, Sonor . . . he’ll not go along . . • 
he'll stay here with ine. 

PoLiCARPO. Going to teach him hi-» trade, are 50U? 

Sister Graci\. Thats no concern ui jours. 

POLic\RPO. [Js hi> (jf*eh e^ngril^ In tht door.} Womens 
place is in the kitchen . . . 

Sister Gracia. Quite so . . . anti m€‘n’.> in the ta\ern 
, . , and there we have the world nindj rii\ ided up, haven’t 
we? [Then she turns tu Vjcln'TL, teko has hten standing 
quietly in a corner J} And you now . , . what are 30U do- 
ing here? 

Vicente. [A little une(uilyJ\ Nothing . . . oh, noth- 
ing. I was just walking acni**^ the patio. • . , 

Sister Gracia. I know that* But how did jou come 
to be walking across the patio at tins time of day . . - past 
the tailor’s shop where >ou hrue no business to be? Who 
gave you permission? Who opened the door for jnu? 

[PoLiCARPO, who had uhout dhappmred, suddtnly 
thrmts his hi ad hack with a jeering laugh*} 

PoucARPO. lie didn’t need it c*pened . . . he’s got a 
key . • . a skeleton key . « . like a burglar. 

[After spitting this out he tarnishes*] 

Vicente. Cur.se him. . * . 

[He starts to pursue Policarpo^ hut Sister Gracia’s 
voice brings him to a stand, ] 

Sister Gracia. Stop! A skeleton key. I.s that true? 

Vicente. Yes, Senora. 

Sister Gracia. Cl?n 7 y.] < 5 ive it to me. 

[Vicente takes a key from his pocket and hands 
it own] 

Vicente. Here it is. 

Sister Gracia* And what ate you doing %vith a skele- 
ton key? Answer me. 

[Vicente stands silent*} 

Sister Gracia. Let^s w now. Oh ... 1 under*- 
Stand. You come across tlic patio past the tailor’s shop to 
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p-r tfi thf ii»K an* ^^urkl^v^ wc \\i\v a s\\eet- 

heait, hd\v %u ? \n-\v»'r, W J u \u‘u* \uu nj;z tu see? 

Dois't naake h v an naWy \ iu*ntc\ m it uail It* the 
fur }ni. \\ h < iiiii s ai u me laeiu tu M*e? 

f\iUMf tiH thi iffuuni f,ntl thjts nfit 

hisuR (invti\ f** ilu ^trL, iPm utt ^ ikth dU- 

1 (ifutrtid. j 

htsuR (iR\ci%, It ll be a mitade il ^ualhe nut <fm- 
uniaed in tlus 1 ai/r»a la. 

I Nil, Senura . • . it wasn't to 

see me , . . no, Serun i, iniieed. 

havifk But \uu knrn\ uho it was* 1 can tell 

b> \onr luiiks . . . all thiee of jou kn<Av* ( ome along 
now , * ^ let's hate it . . . quicklt* 

[Tht. ihfti uf tlam A/nn/ thur hfMi% nnd sdttUn 
SisiiR (iRHU, utth H uf impnhrn(i% tnp% 

m iht ^fiund mth fur 

MoRi\no* up frtm his 'I‘‘he Imna- 

cent %\m%\ sa> laecause Vicente hus prusni>(*4i tu stand her n 
i;lass<d ainVtte p*iNentl>* 

{\’HiXTi ^Imus at thi ihild as if ht ifadd mm* 
dir hiuh hut MuRtMau un *iuttt imptriuthM;^*] 
\lo%i\rnK lint she kn«n\s * . • because she’s the one 
that taken the letter-* tu Paca. . . * 

SfSthR Gracia. [’A Vicint*.) Tu . . * tu which 
Paca? 

Morlnitu. Tu Hrtle Paca * * . that works in the 
bakerjf • * * die% his sweetheart* 

Sister Gracia. Send Paca here m mv at oner . * * 
and you C^T'u the §irls.\ run along . * . run away* 

[Enc^eacia aad Lori.nzo vaunh preapiMelf, md 
the Imhocemt is folitmin0 wkm SiSTiR Gracia itaps 
her*] 

SiSTJER Gracia* No* no * * * you stay. IVe m settle 
aocounti with you too* Letters * . . glemm oi anii»ctte, 
indeed! A pretty businim. This is what comes of trusting 
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>(m and letting jou go out, carr> lenri> to Fata, 

do >ou? 

MoRLN^no. U liith hhmili.l I touk Le} 

one one da> . * * and she baked me a iiltle htaf ut Urtad 
for it . * . all to nn^elf. 

Sister Gk\ci Hold }oar tongae! Do \ou know u fiat 
happens to children who bpeak wlien they’ic not spoken 
They have their tungue> cut right <iut. Intt^ the corntT and 
down on >our knees this %er> minute. 

[MoRiiNlTO, mtith taken nhtukt kfitth dawn in the 
corner and waps. VaQVVTx apptan in the doorway, 
a pretty 4/irl of ly, dressed tiki tki othtrs. She /? 
evidently a little troubhd^ but as (tidently has htr rntnd 
made up. She does not tiuiure tn, but stands, glanc- 
ing sideways, fust at SlSTtR (jRACiA and then at 
ViCENTii.] 

Sister GnACiA. Come in . • . %<nu 

[Paouita comes in. The Imnocekt, uko had re- 
tired to a corner, little by little, edges her way io 
Morenho, and sits down on the floor to comfort him, 
After a while they are to be seen playing knucklebones 
together. 

Sister Gracia. Well , . . [Nodding to Vicente.] 
here he is. And can you tell me w^hy he was making his 
w'-ay through the second patio by the help of a skeleton 
key? 

Paquita. [Seeing that denial is useless Yes, Seitora 
* . to^ee me* 

Sister Gracia, Well, Fm glad you confers it YouVe 
pluckier about it than he is. 

Paouita. iff^tth childish petulance.} I suppose I love 
him better than he docs me, 

Vicente, {Just as childishly distressed,} Oh . . # 
youVe no right to say that! 

pAOtJiTA. Well , . , if you’re ashamed to say that you 
love me, • * * 
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\Ki\i* f in J it . , . V. ^ i * <l { S " \nd It I 

ualfft fill It V M* n ' ? < 'f t ’ nt ! ti itiMr. Snd 

> ? i knf «r p t » t t . » 1 M, , ♦ f it .i*Uih 

a> \st\l ilu UA . .It M f* *• li f ! fl t! 

P\Ql li K [/^ ii t . 4/^ Uf. \\ ! ^ . . . it i si\ 

>fj . . , 

[1/ L%*Ut*i Sit** th //ft /if* i 

SlSHR <.jHNU\ . /. <# » I//^ f* hu}\t fif lu'l humdrum 
i.m/u thuu j 

SlsUK C4 R\vU. ' 111 *!*- . . , t}iit\ all nu;ht, 

ihiUit<‘i»I (hf un nUJ tTi‘t , itffL' . . . tl' n t attend fi? me! 
Well, tliiN is the li4 ^t^.m ! 

SiiWii. Oh , * . ue don’t mean tm he rade. But ue 
* . * she . « . ^Hu * , . 

SlsllR Orhi\. ^is, I **‘t In i ... ami I Mn\ . . , 
and a pietn |uu ni n<« die* \on dnl And uaar do jou 
think k gnmj.S to happea imu, I sfioiild hkt* to knuu i 

{ahf i^iiifis ifi iif», tifui hit rktuuijiittsfti thut*% 
mt iiu^, }^v/t fT\ iu hi Ip hit* Hut unih uU 
iht* imfiuiufht uf un rdd hut^ uhn /w/u th he rtmimltd 
uf htr infirmitieu\ 

SiisiiR (iR wn. I At me be . * * let me he! Well . * . 
I like yuur imjmdeme. One Iittk cm^el uf It^ht mentions 
quite casu«iIH that he has made himseli n skeleton kr\ . . . 
and this j;irl tunfis es as lahiiU as >ou jdease that it\ 
far clandestine meetings with her! And instead of being 
ashamed of >tiurseUiN and askini/ forqjsimess , , . 

pA</uiT4i But it isn’t a sin to lm.e people. * 

Sister CiRacta* But its haidly a virtue, is it . * « to 
go making jJtelcton keys? 

Vicente. Oh . • . she knows I never wanted to- 

Paquita. No . * * becausie you havenk the courage of 
i fiioiise- 

SifrER Gracia. an the utk her 

xikk*} Goo&mm grRckms me . . . what a pair of chil- 
dren I May I ask if Vm m be allowed to get a word in 
edgeways? 
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ViCENiE- Senora. 

Sister Gr\u\, Much I’m Well now 

, • . how ion^ ha\e jou tv\u bun hie thi&? 

ViCENTi. It » >in%.c St. Juims da> . . . that’- tiifi War- 
den's birthday . * . ami Paiiukit iicnt then* uith the In- 
nocent to wait at table . . . and 1 Uu » tliere *ednj 4 to the 
lock of the cupboard. And wt staited talking anil i s*od 
to her . . . 

SiSTiR Gracia. Tlutnk >uu. ! u.n i?;uess what >ou Naid 
to her . . . and ulut da* an'-wettti. 

Paouita. IfFith i^nat No, Senora ... I 

didn’t answer him at all till the iNe of Our Lad>’s Da>, 
when I wab in the bakehouse with the Innocent . . . and 
he came in wdth the chopped wood . . . and then I 
said. . . . 

Vicente. She said I c<mld make the kep. 

Sister Gracia. Excellent! And now what hap- 
pens? 

PaOUITA. We’re to get married. 

Sister Gracia. At once? 

Pacicita. \es . . . Just as an he can get fifty dol- 
lars to hu) the funiituie. 

SisTfR (Jracia. Oh . . . and then wliat? 

Paolita. 'Fhen . . . ! We^’re used to going hungry. 
It won't l^e so had to go hungry together. 

Vicente*. And Tm sure I don’t know why you need say 
you’ll have to go hungry . . , when you know perfectly 
well yoifc won’t have to wdth me there to look after you. 

I can work . . . and though I say it that shouldn’t, I know* 
my trade with the best * . . Fm worth five pesetas a day 
anywhere. And Fd be earning it now and have the fifty 
dollars saved if it wasn’t. . . . 

SisTLR (iRAciA. niRt’s the thing, ^rtmiorrow we’ll find 
you some w’^ork and well get vou a lodging, 

Paquita. What . . . send him away! 

Sister Gracia. Y<s, if you please. It doesn’t suit me 
at all to have such a gmul lr»:ksmit!t living here. 
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\ici\n (r>P\otir\] Tlnrc . . . \vhitlmeial- 

\\ i\s i* id \nu^ 

V\ u ti u liini i\av^ , \<mll Ka\e \uur 

fift» duilus 11^^ t en^ai^h • • hit »^hn'!l \ni *^ptnd th(m 

nij then^ 

\Ki\n Win uh m\er shrailii { Uit\ dolUi^ tor 
. * , tua ti» spind it nn 

F\ni m Oh, >uu siv tint now . 

\Kt\u 1 a it non . . - uid ! il \ hall . * * and 
<in<l mil stfikt mi d* ul iKe 

hi*vriR 1 unifftis 1 \nd \i<\c karnt to 

u( u hd\e \\4 * had i'nraiph (»f thi>. ou be ohf 

fn fhe bakthnu^c a/a»n . * and \un \Tu \ Ki\ir ] ji’frt 
bak to vair uuik Hurts up, I'omninm I shall hi\e 
a talk to llu* Wtrdfn about \fui . , , and tint’s the end 
of that, 

VftiNU. { 1/ni/t j ^'ou won't tell him about the 
skeleton ken will \m* 

Sistr R ( iR u i \ \lhif9 ndtm^ tu in r ♦ 1 1 mu/f t j I shall 
tell him just exaitlj whit I ihuose. Of all the impudence! 
<iet aloiijt \sith vm*. 

[Vkimi ijnd Paocii^ lim/fr, ut each 

o/Aer, ] 

Si^STiR CJraci^ Will %ou both he off , . . when I tell 
you^ 

ViCEsiTf, f f eo Ves, Kenora. \Iie turns tn 

00 and then inrk to Paquita with » * »} Oaodbyc, 
Paqufta* ^ 

pAOt^iTA. [4#^ she turm nwny unre^ponmen} And a 
nice num weVe 0pt into! ITiH i% what comes of trying to 
be happy! 

[/Ia she fofi nut she metis SwfcR DiosrisiA in the 

rfeowtfy. ) 

Sotir Diomisia, Well • . . and where have you been 
hiding , • . and what about your oven? Oh, I beg pardon, 
Sister Gracia. 
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SiSTFR Gr\ci x. "riuts ill t. 

Sl&riR UlOMSf^ MiS tUi*- r4Prt j •* X TJi ilul ^ 
. . * come 

[Tfhs lust } M RXtix utd I rou%/ k k hti ii- 

kmd hii atih t^dui % ith hu Is *** 

Thi^ put it tjn tht t/Adt , und iuat I)i aI'jI w*/ 

thi stUui uhiit thiX tuf thtip MJC nti il * dtipfitUf 

bnad and im^ih i a ( iR \u x ^tis /I f* m a ii ru k 

irmsiif hint if, unti <i Vutifuust^f m u 1* 4 
On tndwit it, iht tukti n litilt stunt ffum htt putkei 
and ihrous tt fmt win iht 

Si&iJtR Gr 4CU. Tab! Ihe fust Pateinusta Tve be<n 
able to say all da>* up tht iftatfix fr*jm ktr utie 

and smiling at it hvmglx | Ah . ^ . sxieet haxinur, it\ 
little time xxe get to tall to rath i»thri» jou ami I* Rut 
weVe an old couple fi<»u . 

{She Imis the aunftx in kimph nffutmn, ihtn, m 
in suddiH ttmmdir, tmm tn SisiiR i)ru\rsix.} 

Sister Graci^x- Sister Dionisia * . . did the iRfpptrs 
come? 

fSisiiR DiONiibii Imtm iht gtrh at tin stmr.] 

Sister Diokisia, No, Seilora, 

Sister Gracia. DidiPt sou send for them? 

SiSTFR Dionisia, I went to the shop myself • • * %vith 
the Innocent 

SiSTiR (iRACiA. And they wouldn’t give them you? 

SiSTiR Dionisia. No « . . the man said that if it xvas 
for ani^oge of position or foi the Sisters even he’d give 
credit . . . but that he wouldn’t trust the Orphanage 
Board because they owed him for fourteen bags already 
and he’s sure they wcin’t paj-. 

SiSTiR Gracia. God’s will be done* But the flour 
. * . that came? 

SrsTER Dionisia. Yes, Seflora . . * yesterday after- 
noon. 

Sister Gracia. Well . * * that’s something. 
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hisjjk n \ V It M Mtt diu^i it 

H U <i f’it * II t n * di I I ^ 

ntJthin^ in*^ ’it 1 ♦ I k ♦ lit ^ m 

if ^ i t I i ? k Nu I U)tlii j 

hl^ltl (iK V I \] t ^ I I ( » 

hiMik 1) Mi j/ af luf *1 i \ml there 

tuu i.<kk U £ti s I i ul 1 i 1 

hi Ul R t iK I \ [//iz /*$ ;/ I I^n It mu'^t 

all i I t »it ’ a k t t IKt 

SlsIlK UiOM l\ Hut Ut Uit It huh lit tlUK ♦ , , 
and It did nu ^»uud Ih k ntiatii^ uu the Huiul \tm 
knou . , . uul is it tint t u t uiuu/h bruthu^m- 
i*m s thi Hiftt ifi iuiiun. 

hisljR <iR\ut. I 111 If* HI » t » tin luun H 11 this 
numite * . * uu! tint sfiul In u uhit F hut tu siv . . 
\es indeed* Htn . . Iiukhiiu . {.ut un nn iluik 
» • * and )uu re to u lue turn 

StsifR !)rimsi\ ’’i uu %%uTrt f nd amune * * . the\ ic 
all at ilif huH^ijtht. 

SiSliR <Jhuiv '{hit’s true ^ . nh un wiH i!un. 

(A/k u^^hu thi IWfJiiM hhu has ^umptd up, 
hml in hit tftfun. LuRlN/^i inuus ffum the 

Unxi iu lAi hilkfupt /t\ thi iUm J 
Lorin/a hupjHr's n 4iU, Shtll I 
SisiiR [ l\ hisuR CiKun.} Du MJU think 

perhaps bettir till IukI’* boine ut 

them, }Oii know, had ksue lo gt^ and stand near the bull- 
ring, to hear about the fight* 

SiSTpR Gracia. {J htth futud.] What^ . . * oh ^es 
• • # certainly, tie’d bttttr vi iit Ti> sttnd near th< bull* 
rmgl I don’t like it a bit* The>’ll iomr bat,k e\iited as 
usual « * , and mi difficult * * • 

[SisrriR Diomsia a imk ut the ilore* Fncracia 
md Loebns^a simd Imimg ®/ the puim dmr, wktk 
Morenito Airjf come #o jrit ut SiSTUt Gr^ciaH 
Sister Dxomisia« [/M/ to herself.} He\ fighting to- 
day* 



[iLi ni\ Hit hiM^DnM iH 


EvtRxtn. [A I Ki%/\} \n * v i f 

, * * all iin Mil » p xh 1 * 

SiSTiR Iho\xsis i a’^uru n n ^ t r ! i 

, . ♦ put out tin 1 til tut tl t \ hii !hi « nt * 
juu can tonic u ith n t 

[L\cR\cn uhd I oHi\/ \ i in ^ ' ifif r h ht t ni 
SisiiR UiuMsni i), ihi </ mJ ti '■^r uiik 

the l\\iKl\%. ^iufid fm hr hmh MSliR t iR u n 
though still a hiih lu id ham tn frt^ tn u I * 
tmte uhili \r<*RtNUo hi hit fingtr^ htrj*nur^ 
end looks at hr tn sthnu for e htflt J 
Morlmto, Are tuu snmg \oui pri\ci'-’' 

[SlSirR (iRUn i>mila ftml nodi.] 

MoRENim Are \uu prajinjr t(i‘r Jum ck Dios to da 
well? 

[SiStiR CjR\<I\ Uiil IWf/li. MoRiMfO hfUtiitfS 
a littb and th n ml \ a most tmpnrttmt qm simn* 1 
Mmisno* T<ii me . • . is tlure am Stun that was 
a bull-jfightcr? 

IJt thif momifit a r/ftai notst of fhtnng hegtm 
to he hard. 4/v it i/nmn. StsiLR IX- 

C 5 RACH, Lori \/ \» th Inmoci nt and a lot of th guls 
come out of the oihr dmtng-rfmrm. The sound of 
the rkeerinq rnma ntartr the troud n evtdinil} m 
the path itxflf hy mw, md om mn hear the shouts of 
^Tfurrah for Junn de Dms^ Ilmrnh for the Found- 
ling T and Joan or Dios’ voke ''IF here" $ Reverend 
Moiher^** and trns of "Thn way . * • $he*s here^**] 
SiSTm Gracia. What s all this * . . who\ makmg aU 
this mmf Go and see, Sister DbniJ^ia* 

[SiSTLR Diovisia^ obeying, meets Juan m Dios 
at the patio door.] 

Joan of Dios, Where is she? Reverend Mother * • . 
Reverend Mother. , . , 

Sister Dionisia, Oh . * • it’s Juan de Dios! 

IJnd the girls cry out his name too. lie is an at- 
tractive lad of go, dressed in a huU-figkter*$ gala cos- 



MO //// hi \( tu [ }(,] /i/j 

fiimt t.hihl i U if t r , if is 

thJ k / 4^ ^uu i / # hi\ t f * 

|l \N M Mi ^ is I t^pj 

Mutl * r * w ^ < t n vt 1 

[fli ^ ^ w /ff / t i i lU his iif 

fffund lu r *i * '^iSi t H ( iir?; U » i 4 »/? ^i n/zj /, 

tnlu ff* sai hut fin* tj, pi ht turn iU^u\, t\ 

ihummtf ] 

Sisixi^ <iRUn {lir< . lint ^ Wht i dl this^ 
Cnt .iu*u ! 

Ji %\ iii Dios. Vm ^.ouin . . f*h curur tuLtU ni< ^ 
SiSiiR Cikuu Jiun «h* Dju^^ Iho. . 

[tli fift thi hiHih h\ htf \iii* Sh ixuns htm 
a itttU ) 

i>i Dios. Whv . , * \s\ it i \uuti nut ilD 
HfsifR CiRUU. [Smtiittff ) Nu . . lit! . . . 

\IOEIMfii. {Jfiihuih, pulhfNf ht hi! \ Rl U f- 
rnd Muilur . » . Rnt*rml MothcD 

I7*ke fit ikf hut a fin fill txilmmmff umunt^ 
ihtm\flj fi,,, * flh, ufms rluthis^** timsnt h» hhk 

hmtishtm 

Juan di Dios* 1 hr porter didn’t v\am to let us m. A 
fine thing to h*i^e had the door sliut m tin f ite * * * tod.i^ 
of aiJ others ! 

[SGimr hf the hn^tpir Ims^ ^4 tbt Orphiimft^ thut uttv 
with Juan ot Dios tumt in /lo/o tht patm, tomi httU 
me% tnme from tkt nthtf dminp ruum* Jnd the trfmd 
that ftillmid him helpt /r// up the putw r, Jml 
ikep M rkter him ^'Uurtak fnr the fmndtmpr 
JvAN or Dios it hmdi himtflf utth ;oy*J 
JuAH m Dios. D’you hezt that . * * d^ou hear that? 
** Hurrah for the Foundlmgr’ And m the Bull-ring * * * 
you should Just have heard them shouting it there* 
They threw mt cigars and they threw their hats in . * * and 
all the beautiful young ladie«i in the boxes stood up and ap^* 
{itauded me * . * they did. And before you can my 'knife* 
m have all Spain applauding me « . * and adoring me 



[ACT III] nil klMiDOM Oi Gim m 

. , • and -shouting . . <»cn i nt ot thini * . , Hurrah 

tor the , • md nir , th it me , , • 

who hiidn’t nm father ur t ninie nt hi tjan . . . but \‘^ent 
hungf} and cold . . , ! Oh Ri^nuui Mnfur 1 la f 
drcimed of ths du . * and I Irpt u s^ilf tor it , . 
u*> I lune . • . like ftw oi ries-nl n^.^-eK 

t^isriR GRM.r\. Hu^h, hush don't talk like that. 

Jt \% m Djf)s [/ unuush 1 Bur I hue 1 

swuii It And I(H)k luri. . . 

[//e putiitds tu shoi^ hisri R GrKIA i4 

hvil^ pfintnmtmi hot*, he th^^poMti of hn huli, iht 
pnseni spaintors ihnumf him nt poini with trus 

of Oh*'* tie pulls out his humllurhuf (or 

a muUta (tin rid doth h% uhuh tki hull is rfii- 
tr(irtid)n\ 

JtAN m Dim, The iniileti . , , so< One piss , , , 
over his head tu blind him* Then a high one t!> get m\ 
pcisition* 'That leaves me e^pos^nl , . • so hmr more <ner 
Ills head quickly, one aflei anotheu 'Then nne to turn 
him . . , <ine from doun on iin knees right at his horns. 
And then . , , the thrust! And >ou should lia^e heard 
them shout. I tell jou . . . they uerit mad! And if you 
had only been there too . , . with a white mantilla on 
, . * and I sould hjue dedicated my bull to you* 

StSTfR Gr^civ. Quiet . . . quiet , , , vou heretic! 
JuAM OF Dios* But for all that, Tvc brought you . , , 
a present* Give it here , . . give it here* 

rf)«e of the hoys him something that k 
fully wrapped up in a $Uk handkerchief. SiSTER 
Gracia hesitafet a moment before she takes i/,] 

JuAM nr Dios. Take it , • * jem deserve it . , , bet- 
ter than an) one else does. Open it * . , open it. 

fSiSTiR GR\fi\ undoes the handkenhief, and dis- 
closes a hairs ear ... all bloody stilL\ 

Sister Gracia. Mother of God . . , what^s* this»? 
Sister Diokisia. {Inmcently.} Why . . . it’s m car 
off a cow! 
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JvAS mi Dms, Wlm d'yoo mean 

by a coiv? It's the buHs ear, Sencira . . . my bull that 
1 killed * • . and this h his ear to prove it! 

more ike msemklage bursts into 

eheerSn] 

Jui^x m Oios, And there were fifty people at least 
came and asked me for it a» a scmvenitv But it's for you 
. • . just for ymi . • . to fixing; in your room . . . and 
everyone tint si%^ it <here will envy you* 

Sister Gracia* Thank you * * . rny son* 

[Skf ainptot think whnt to do imth her present., but 
Exgracia takes it and does it up a^ain with the 
mt 

JUAX i:)E Dms* And look , . . look at the tie-pin his 
Excellency threw me* Isn't it womlertui , . . isn't it, 
Sister Dionisia . , * and all of you . * . aren't you proud 
* * , and happy . . . isfi't this a wonderful day for our 
Orphanage? 

■ {TAf boys md 0rt$ agree enihmimtkuHy*\ 

Juan wDips. ' Bui do look happy, Reverend Mother. 
[He -puis hh arm round her and ealfs- to the people in the 
doonaay md out in the patio,] Far she is iny inolher * - , 
she is . . , she is! The other one left me in a basket on 
the doorstep • . • but she took me in and brought me up 
, and, cared, for me* And Hurrafi for-our Reverend Mother 
' *;v'.-ihe*s all the mother I ever .want* 

[Tremendous eheering,] 

■' ,:SisT»' G racia* Be quiet.' now* Tell them ill to be 

, JUAif , 01 ,Dios. ■ , But why don*! you look ■ happy?' Oh, 

'■ '■* ,*!'* .haven't .you made-up your’ mind yet to my being a^bulf* 

„ .'’'fighter?":' I'.knp'w'; ,'',l 'know!^ Oh ivatn't she Just 'set qw 
.'.my, ftiying a' -.carpenter all:,my :iifcl 
''9'9,v;Skr,E»:;0,E%iA*.', .'Byi:;syppose''a'hull kills' yoii,/my''ion?:' 

ItoAM.'OE 0I0S*' :':Wdl.fy > ■^f';a^bu^l-ktlk,me'al^er 1,Vc 
" .dteiie my., duty -'.’by.' him, .they -ll- give ..me a .fiber iuncral/than ^ 
the THnie ^ 
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Sister Gracia, ^Mother oi God! 

Juan de Dios. And whether or no , . * 1 have a 
good time and ever^'^tody talks about me and all the women 
go mad about me and I get lots of money , * * yes, rm 
going to be rich * , , do you knosv that? I got nothing 
for fighting today , * » because it %vas the first time. But 
I did so well that for next Sunday theyVe giving me a 
thousand pesetas . . , one thousand pesetas! 

■ IT his ereaies €in enrjrmou.% smsathn. The orphans 
stare and rommeni upon the m&rvel m hiv^ wi- 
passioned tones. And JUAN de DfOS adds im- 
pulsively.] 

Juan de Dios. And fifty of them for you - . « and 
then Sister Diontsta can cook you such a dinner. Hurrah, 
girls, hurrah! Meat for dinner next Sunday! 

[T/iey all cheer ecstaikall^*} 

Juan de Dios. But I must be off * they^jfe waiting 
, for me. [To Sister Gracia*] . Oh . * * come os far as 
the gate with me, so that everybody can sec us together* 
Sister Gracia. ' My son ... I never heard of such a 
thing! 

Juan de Dios* Please . . * please » • # for it’s the 
happiest day of my life. Good-bye, everybody . * . good- 
bye!, 

lEissoRACiA suddenly darts up io 
Enoracia. Weil . . . good luck to you, Juan de EfiosI 
[Sister Gracia lets him lead her to the door, where 
^everfone makes wa:p for them^ and out into the pati&M 
where the cheers are tremendom* ' Hurrah for the 
'■ -'Foundlmgf Hurrah for oar, Reuerend' Mother f* 
Gradmllv crowd disperses and the cheers die away* 
Sister' Dionisia,^ the pirls, the Uttlr ones, mi " 
mtrd-areAeft An ‘possession 'of the .room.],;' 

■' 'Si$TBR'''I3iONisiA. Come^ now . . come .everybody 
back-' to ■ work.,', Back- to, your refectory.;,;' [TAen to JU>- 
';RSNRA,.^luf-;ENaRAClA^^ SCrVC SUppCI.^^'.'^ ' ■ ; 

, [EngSACIA 



tm kiMsiHJM ijcr nil 

Vriii u h it -> flii ih ft« f nith \oii, 
ir MI u nt lu 5i( 4 futll n^^it i r u** Itmi, rlu* 

hll iKm. 

{L\ni\<ii. a utd s / tht 

<in4 pul iL \loki\’i<) \fund^ ti*% u uui.] 

SisiiR Aiiil \ hits u iiu*^ tu \ m, H .** Sit 

dinxn tn }nur pi ais 

i\nd aiuit I a Poumihn^ ttaK** 

[//* uiih fiimstif at ilu hifd *f unt iht i{Jfli\. 
Thi h*\s fVtiV I*t */in tu ///m m hi^uin thtuiu^h 

the putm iimr Jwl tn tht fuftbtf rtififfn tan In htnrd 
th ihattir nf thtldnn IkIu* util hhn iutht tn tn thtir 
meui h^ snmti nthu Tht hut hns'* iulh tmtl (fts 

tieuhte txninUs as tins mukt thnr uh) tn thtir plmts 
at tht iahlt, jnstii^ut nml \t(ppmq nter ttuh other ut 
erawlttuft ettn untht the 
First Bov, ikt out . . • 

SicoKO Boy, <}(*t nut ^nunelf! 

Tiimo Bov, Stop k. \sil\ >nu . * * 

First Bos. Tliai% tm filacn. 

SiSTl’R DltWlSJA, \Happmff uptm iht srrttn with a 
wmdtn sponn*} (>nJt*r thrrr , . . onier . , • kiTp i»rder 
mi silfncf. ^fake jtiur prnpri platrs ,it nna*. 

SicoKD Boy. Pwimis stuck u|n csasn’t lir ^ 

Fttlfo, And well he iiijiv l«*J He\ ^nuip tu get more 
fosettes tiff hiilK vet * . , and make milleirts at ir. 

First Boy. We!h ’vce shall sec . . . nr perhaps we 
shank I 1 

FitiPii We’ve seen enough tn knew, Senor! 

Second Bov, Oh, don’t tell me! He’s <mly a phenome- 
nofi* 

First Bov. Anyone can hr that! 

Peuri* Can they? Well, let’s mt anyone el^ that 
tm give the last thrust like he did * . - 

[Wr proceeds it illusiraft ike wap it wm dmt and 
all ikt others applaud him uiik tries of **0!el 

oun 
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SisTLR Dionisia* Siltwe there! 
hiRsr Buv. Weil ... if he kcep> on doing it th 
way see huw long it’ll be before he finds himstdf stuck on 
the hosns of the bulL 

Fllipl, Don’t ym believe if! 

First Bo^. A bit (»f a sinenie , • • thatks what hell 
be! 

SicoNO Bov* Still, he’s a pluckj fellow. 

First B<n. Being pluckv i^n*t hull-fighting. 

Fi*UPt. It’s being a hero. 

Third Boy, It’s bemg a man anjhow. 

Second Boy. Hurrah! 

First Boy. Oh» stop it! 

Sister Dionisia. [In despnir.] Now * , , now * , * 
now! Do sit d<iwn and be quiet . • , your supper’s get- 
ting cold. 

Th!ri> Boy. Yuu know just as much about bull-fighting 
as a potato! 

Second Boy* 1 know more than you do» an>wa>. 

Sister Dionisia. Silence , * . silence! Now. In the 
name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost 

* • . Amen* 

[And she crosses herself, as da the i^irls* Some of 
the hoys do so, carelessly enough, and some go on iatk^ 
ing.j 

First Boy. I bet anything you like that he started in to 
kill the bull too soon , * • 

Sister* Dionisia. Si lence ! 

{And mw she prays tohile the hoys mumble after her,} 
Sister Dionisia. Bless, Lord, the food that we are about 
to receive. Preserve us from the sin of gluttony. And be 
thou unto us, by thy grace, the eternal food of our souk 

* . * Amen* 

The Boys. [/#i a harry to begin taliing again*} Amen* 
[Lorenza^ Engracia, and the Innocent hat^e been 
serving out ike supper*} 

Sister Dionisia. Be careful with that saucepan now ! 



Till. klSdlJOM iJl istiO [!{:t III] 

I'SCt^Mlx. r/^' n hus x^hn kuX tt,] Loc>k here 

* . , >r u li ui^eh. 

Tnua^llA. \h^l 

r\^ H \> 111 

IhA. <, u* nit \ii\u heui, m\ dear! 
hnisi ^*n^ . ^\t!I . * * ‘•he nnt all thtie an>UMy , • . 

J>^inT j.ntll 

1 \“nft ut \. Imui ! 

'f’Hiiih Vi n . W !h h >u nnah ii'urf fhj \nu uant of her? 
Sis'? I H 'Ihosi^ix, Wliaf'* all tint rjow? Don't vju hear 
nse tell \ou to he q^iet ^ 

First Bos. Where' «. tm hre.uJ.** 

*r»nRi) Bus. Whos I'ot im ‘^ponn? 

MoKiNfio. Aie , . * lbn\e taken in\ nni|$! 
t^isniR IhoNlsu. Will jon still your Mippers , , , y«s 
nr nn? 

Fii.tPl. [t luting flippfd Ah iw.] lanik here * • * 
uhat soil of si oft o this? 

hmsi Bov* (f% i^ot nn peppers in it! 

jifwr/ Sfitrul nf iht Itns rtprut prutniingh, 
pfpptn ^ li\ gni mi pippff% | 

SjstJR Diosisn. \<}rnth npulng^tu.] Now my chil* 
Attn , . » wiiat dilferemT dt«?s it niakr ? 

Fm.tPT, Well ... I'm not goin^ tf» eat it 

( lit gets up in prntfii nmi uU thr nthnt dn fhr snmf, 
inhg, *^Nnr nm P'’ ‘Wor ir . . . all hut 
MoRfKiTn, nhn loyi nathing, hut $hi%$ in hn mrntr 
taimty rating rm/iy. ) r 

Sister Dionisia. (IVry dhtrmed*\ But, my children, 
if there's nothing else . , . why, for the lose of Lmd » , , 
est this! 

[FltiPlfc stands upan a hrnrk and shtiuh,] 

Fsups* Wc don't want it and we won't eat it! We've 
had enough of rating bread and water for the love of God ! 
Id ibarm af skaitting appmbaikn, | 

SifTig DioHistA* But boys . . * b<^s . . . boys! 
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Felipe, Ahva>s shaking a crucifix at you . . . 

[Mon approbation } 

Felipe. . . . whenever the>' want to cheat 5’ou out of 
sometliiniij! 

[There is enthusiastic agreement veith /few.] 

Slstkr DiONiSJA. Oh bo}s, do be quiet . . . just be- 
cause I ask you to* ^"ouhe quite right • . . but do eat >our 
supper. What go<jd will it do you to go to bed hungry? 
You shall have ^-oniething better tomoinnv. Xfm be gond 
. * . be patient * * • sit dotvn . . . oh» please do as I tell 
you ! 

[Some 0/ them, thus apptaled to, are sitting down 
when Felipe sa^si} 

Felipe, The boy that puts his spoon in his plate is a cow- 
ard. 

Sister Diokisia. No%v you be quiet! 

Felipe, i won’t be quiet. I say that he’s a coward and 
a sneak. 

[Those that are down get up again and thus rein^ 
juried they all protest, loudh\ lhat **Th(y wonil No^ 
they won*tf*] 

Sister Dionisia* Sit down ... sit down! 

Felh^e. And the boy that sits down to table again is a 
disgrace to us all! 

great clamour; cries, stamping and hammering on 
the tables*] 

Sister Dioxisia. [To Felipe,] Will you be good 
enough leave the room this very minute? 

Felipe. Oh, I’m going! But Fm not going alone* 
Come along, all of you! Anyone that’s not afraid and wants 
something to eat . . . follow me! 

cheer him and cry that they with ^nd they are 
off. Sister Diokxsia darts to the door and 
tries to block the way,] 

Sister Dionisia. But where are you going * . . what 
are you going to do? 



S I HI klMHJtnj i)! [IL! 1U\ 

I I X W\ u n t n fi t U I \ v ut u c c i I’t 

t ^ t in/ n uU 

|/ i hi n fi / i ^ h ru iff It J 
lu^ I i ^ i\ \ n ^ 

1 U \\ \ K \ n t U v\ h 1 ( T i U r i 
^ I ^ >u I n 1 i h ] n 1 d i, { H 

I ut ui i 1> 1 U t i vu 

If i i ^ < !i n t ^ fi< I i t i \f 1 t! \nd 

%U it f st 1 « } \S t i t { T i i a i I 

ifiii t’lt r< n it i \V i< jnlfluTi n n< i n -.i i 

» tftiii* tti t^idt ind mt t h it 1 to lu Un sm ! ti t! 
If uid if kiliin % \%h f ntuli 1 \ di \u II du 

s 4 I I * 

( I it fu Hflf * n*hu i Kri 1 

SrMiR Du^\t>i% Hit »i h us Uf Mini 
ful|s* 

IltUl [Ihsuit htfiull] hit i tin tiMt uitli u id 

\\« It lit thtm Mf \ t I! If r thini t < H fr n t\u- 
IiMmgtli /ntu till w o t*j I ni a in iful Will thm 
lets tntkt* tliun tn it \ htfir lhro\ tht r ! i ul ind 
1,1 tit r hul in iliui in I H i wnrt ? h i n di it ntit 

t(» invonr I Ur \Mti ui ** Udl ihtn vu it i n/lu m 

br «ts util ltd ts t\rnonf tUt is 

fTAfi Hnti uildh ami an manhnu^ SisriR 
Dlo\lsi\ itrutf^U^ Uith ihtm tn tan uMmi (!ft 
butk^ (ht Inhl * $ind thin tmhis in (ht htU tnpt ami 
putl^ il tmhnit\ Tht t^uh sttnam I'urn turns 
tiacl in them ] ^ 

Ffelirii* Writ irtn t jmi itmun^ foti^ All tfi us , * 
41 together • * * %\htu are the rest^ I tt\ Juvr tin uhuk 
orphanage out m the stmts to dtmand its rights If ue re 
mboiy\ children * • . uh>, ue ft es«i>bfwl>\ ihildren 
Come along then ^ Maahl 

this moment Sisier CSracia ^ppmrs m ihe isfoor- 

way*] 

Smm OiuciA. Whada ail tht$’ 
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I Jt tbt \tfund ut hi i i nd th s /nf r j hi U ii 
IS sonuthtiifi O « ^bi sUni , nu ^ a t s a i In 

land tXiiatff »// Ri ri i ! M ^tfui ^ ^ ^hr 

Gfatti* j 

Sj[<»rLR CtR'uix C>h - . i^b ^isKi Gracu^ \nd 

\MMt IS ill tliH ttin‘)k fu i out^ 

[ I hi (fiih lu f tiTu n h*tk tjhmdy t nd so hr t soriu 
0/ thi bfj\s i hi nst stund thm gtound and tkt nfnsL 
has h\ ao mans tiasid j 

SisliR Diosisn Ail Sister^ Ptopk muyt have 
been gu ing them w mt m the PU / 1 * .ind tht rt s no hold- 
ing them 

SrsiiR (iR\cu bo I sec I^Vell * \%e live in a rev- 
olutKmarj agt * ( /o tht guh ] What » , . ^ou too! 

f 7 hni shi fans thi malionttnh J Ha\e >ou Ind vuur sup- 
per :^et^ 

SisTiR Dionisia. They . • • th(> didn’t like . 

Sts tin Gracia. Let nite talk to thim. Have >ou had 
5 oil I supper >et 

Ff nPL. That’s vvfuie we’rt going * . to get our sup- 
per. Well . . . uhat are >ou all wailing for^ Come on! 

SiSTiR Gracia Tsch . . . tsch^ [Lp&hng Felirl 
^quardy m the eyeu] To get >our supper indeed ? Where, 
pra> ^ 

Fi I IFF. Wherever it’s to be found. 

SiSTLR CjRacia. And when jou’ve found it • • • do you 
fancy its owners’ll give it }ou^ 

Ff-urv. If they don’t, we’ll take it. 

[TA^ few enthmimts that are left reinforce ikis with 
what baldness they ran musterJ\ 

Sister Gracia. People keep things that they value 
locked upi my son. 

Feupe. Then we’ll break open the locks. 

[The mtkusmsts applaud this also ] 

Sii^ER Gracia. now and kindly.} And do you 

think if there were any locked door that would open I 



* nii hiSirmni (N ifUi) [jf/rm, 

o hlii't lu\t* n*n tl’ ^ ft} ktt ik "it If fifr >«.*? 

Imupk . . Hut MU/* i Hnj; '-u I iHftih , We're 

U»Mn^ t » tu if i tew >ti*fii > un r r. uke fi’t^ /temL 

S}\sii)A ihf\u\, \U n\ . the en *. i tu a htmt 
M r^ffen 4 h iPeU 

Knnu, \ tlu^hlMui Tar better 

tu Ije luf dt ,itl in the street nn. ** and tei uU than to ua> 

1 eje iind N? ue to deoh hit h’i hit. 

Se>n R < /K ^Ci lStffn!% ] "s *in tiun f ktn^a uhit >tmhe 

taikui/ ai'out. Ami none (O uoi knou who >ouhe ilom/. 
N»n%, tlwn* ha^ been emui/h ot the . , , amievet^hod> will 
h* ituut aiul Mt down * * • h\ iU t‘ ( t 1 theui to. 

[ 7*/n V tiiiirt * . • ihn / uV mnie up thtir 
mittfit in nhf^ aUntirtha .\ 

SisriK i>ul \»m hear 1 uil,^ Sit down. 

\Tht hns^ ^n shuts tnuuftls ik /owiftef.] 

Sisrra Gauu. Crane now .. . . he q‘u%k ahnii ir. 

[ Thfs slnu /> sif iinu «. ] 

$t%Th% ilk Mi\. I Tu Ft Liro . 1 Ami vom 

{/♦m/ nf nit and muth nmimi ins uitl Fi.ranr. ids 
dnwn inn.\ 

SiSTfE VxHAttA. Now, Sister Djoni'^ia . . . K there any 
mnre broth in the Ifttle t 

Ssmthk DirnViSn. is ttiH rathrr PmhUnaL] 

Ym^ Setlnra. 

Si,WR Ge4ch* Well theitt M*rve that nut: . . . then 
theyll ha\e their ■^nfiyer hot. And let e\erjone keep quiet. 
I dm^t wmt tn have tf> punish anybody tonight. * 

{SiSTiR I>K)NtstA md iln prh put wore hmth in 
ike pluies* Thin nfirr a mumtni Sistle CiRacia 
goes i»n inliin^ , . . f/«iVl/y md kindly mm\ tut 
mmitrfuily still*] 

Sifrit Gracia. And dym think >ouVf the only folk 
in thb world who don’t get all that they want to eat? Nn» 
my dhtldren* mu There are pet^ple worve off than ynsi 
• * * tmnc of them to poor that they’d think ymir plate 
of tapper i laRury. Youll have a roof over y<i«r head 
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tonight und a mattre.%s to bleep im and a blanket to cover 
>ou. Think of the people whu'il bleep in a ditch b} the 
roadbule with no but the nk\» and imJj tlie Iiuajfro^t 
to come down and cover them* Think of the sick people 
. . . of people without a friend . . . stumbling through 
the world with not a hand held oat tu them » . *, nobody 
caring. While you. have a home and all the love we can 
give you. You aie sheltered . . . \nu are taught . * * >ou 
are kept in right path^. And then think it >uu don't owe 
a few thanks ^ lod after all. 

Felipj:. To fjod ... to CJoc!! There is no God! 

[A stir of horror among the thildren, biSTEK 
Dionisia crossi^ hendf and exrhtms, Blessed JisusT] 

Sister Gracia. And whatever do you think you mean 
by that, you little fool? 

Feu PE. Because if there were . . . w*‘ould he think this 
was all right? 

SiSTER CiRAClA. God dm*b not think this is right. Men 
break his laws. He made them brothers, is It his fault 
if they turn wolves and devour each other? (3 <hI does 
not think it right that his children should go hungry . . . 
and the innocent are not ever disgraced in his eyes. It is 
by no will of his that some are pf>or and neglected while 
some are set up in pride. For God is I.^ove and he loves 
us all and to each one he gives a share in heaven and 
in this earth. 

Frupe. Don’t listen to her . . . she’s just preaching 
lies to yliu* Nuns have all sold themselves to the rich* 
Do they ever go hungry ? And as long as they can get 
us to keep up the sham they’re let stuff themselves with 
f<K>d in peace* 

Sister Gracia. 1 am not lying to you* I am telling 
you tlie truth and the whole truth* C^d does not smile 
upon the injiistke of this world* He endures it . * * for 
how long? ... ah, that we do not know. But he does 
not think it right. 

Felipe. Well then * . * let’s go and break the heads 
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saj It 
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bistiH C?Riiu% ffsii Soil nf <it>d Chnsf ‘‘«m 
of miiUfi b> t!i< dnirn* hjonul-thit thou tluJ f dud tor us ur 
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Strriig <iRAtiA, Ilf ink \tiu nij^ ihildiut thank 
ym And now . * snipper'i> inei go to bed and 
sleep in peace. 
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move. Ill Httinff on hts htnck, head burttd in h ^ 
arw^, and nytng SisrLR Graci\ goa to him and 
put% a hand upon Jm shoulder ] 

SisiFR GrA<‘x^ Don f cr> . for men don’t crj, \ou 
know. And thc5 don’t complain They •suffer • - . but 
they work and hope. 


CURIAIN 




THE TWO SHEPHERDS 

COMEDY IN TWO ACTS 

TEATRO LARA, MADRID 
*913 




CHARACTERS 


Dona Paquita. 

Lucia. 

Dona Glrtrudis. 

The Schoolmistress. 

The Mayoress. 

Rosita, 

Nina. 

A Young Lady. 

Another Young Lady. 

The Colonel op 

The Play Takes Place in t 


Don Antonio. 

Don Fr\ncisco. 

Don Jose Maria. 

Don Juan de Dios. 

JUANILLO. 

Mateo. 

Demetrio. 

Niceto. 

The Mayor. 

THE Civil Guard. 

Castilian Village af Today. 




ACT I 


The Scene is the garden of the priest's house. The 
house ihelf is simple, almost humble; and the scene is 
dominated by the side wall of the church in which there 
is a small door, used by the priest himself for going to and 
ffom his duties. In another wall which dhides the garden 
from the street, there is a gate. T'kere are a few flowers 
and a fruit tree or two . . . but all as simple as the house 
itself. At this moment too, the laundry, personal and 
ecclesiastic, has been hung out to dry, some amices, an alb, 
a surplice, besides table cloths, dinner napkins and things. 
And when the play begins, JVAmhhO, a young rapscallion of 
fifteen, is taking them down under the direction of Dona 
Paquita, the priest's sister, a woman of sixty^five, and 
helping her to put them into two open baskets. His at^ 
tention wanders and he dodges the work* 

Dona Paquita. Juan, you little nuisance! What are 
you up to? Come here at once! 

JuANiLLO. Coming, Senora! I say, aren^t we in a tem- 
per all of a sudden ! 

Dona Taquita. And aren’t you a more impertinent 
little idler than ever? Take down that rochet, it ought 
to be dry by this. 

JUANILLO- [Picking up the rochet throws it above his 
head, singing a stave of an evidently ribald song.’] 

Dona Paquita. Silence, you young heathen. And put 
the rochet in the basket Sacred things are not for playing 
about with. 

JUAHiLto. [Throwing the rocket into the dark basket*} 
There she goes! 

m 
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in the woo^ with Mateo. (Lucia, svitfimt a uwd, do* 
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Dona Paquita. Will you be quiet? 

JuANiLLO. Oh yes, Til be quiet. But it’s true. Be- 
sides . . . IVe seen them. 

Dof^A Paquita. All right then ... all right! Un- 
fasten the altar cloth. Take care it doesn’t drag! 
[JuANiLLO, after unfastening the altar cloth, jumps to the 
groundf] Help me stretch it. Take hold of that end. 
Pull! Carefully!! 

JUANILLO. And to look at her you’d say that she didn’t 
know a goose from a gander! But that’s women all over. 
Follow their fancies and when things go wrong, then it’s 
the Saints must get them out of the mess. Not that I 
wouldn’t rather like to be a Saint and have the dear re- 
pentant creatures come and tell me all about it. 

Dona Paquita. You imp of Satan . . . can’t anything 
or anyone be free from that wicked tongue of yours. 

Juanillo, Wicked tongue, indeed! I should think it 
was wickeder to commit the sin than to talk about it. 

Doi3^A Paquita. Should you! Well, the Church tells 
us to keep silent about the faults of our neighbours. How 
do we know that the stories are true? 

Juanillo. [With a very wise and ancient air*] Now, 
how have you managed to grow so old and to remain so 
very stupid! 

Dona Paquita. You are a very rude boy! 

JUANILLO* Oh, please don’t be angry. Not stupid 
then . . . but so easily taken in. Why, of course all the 
stories ym hear are true. So are a great many more that 
you don’t! 

Don*a Paquita. Juanillo, you horrify me! I can’t 
think how such a piece of wickedness as you got loose in 
the world. 

Juanillo. Well . . . father and mother managed it 
somehow. 

[A tumbling of bells is heard; the sound of people^ 
presumably coming out of the church, and the mices 
of children who are crying: A baptism/ A baptism/] 
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{During all these happenings Dona Paquita is lock- 
ing over the tuall, crossing herself and making at the 
right moment the following comments J] 

Dona Paquita. Ay Jesus! Now somebody's going to 
get their head broken. I do wish people wouldn't throw 
them money. That always raises the devil. J janillo, will 
you come here when you’re told? Yes, when he wants to, 
he will . . . not before. . . . Holy Virgin! They’ll kill 
each other! Let go, you murderous little ruffian! 

3RD Voice. Look out . . . here’s the se>ton! 

Dona Paquita. Oh, Benito, do pull them apart! 

Voice of the Sexton. Now then, you young scoundrels 
... off with you 1 

Voices. [Singing,] "Where does the sexton get the wax 
For the tapers he sells in bundles? 
When he has bolted the door you 
can see through the cracks. 
What? What? 

He’s nicking it off the candles. 

[A sound of cries and of children scampering,] 

Dona Paquita. Be off! Run away home all of you! 

[JuANiLto^ much ruffled from his fight, comes back*] 

DoSa Paquita. Good God, he’s bleeding! 

JUANILLO. [Cleaning himself off with his sleeve*] 
Don’t be frightened. It’s nothing to hurt. 

Dona Paquita. You’ll have no face left soon . . . 
nothing but scratches and bruises. And a nice way to spend 
your tinrt, isn’t it? Fighting . . , in the street! 

JUANILLO. Call this a bruise? If you want to see 
bruises go and look at him. And he won’t forget the 
kick be got from me either. No, by . . . ! 

Dona Paquita. Don’t swear! It’s a mortal sin to 
swear. 

JuANiELO. And all for a halfpenny! That’s a nice 
sort of godfather for you. And Papa was just as stingy. 
A shillingswoyih of coppers. It’s worth more than that 
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JuANiLto. No need. It’s too haid to crack. [He hits 
hts head to give evidence of Mw.] 

Don Anionio. I know that. But do as you’re told. 

[JUANILLO goes into the house. \ 

Dona Paquiia. Delightful! Yet let him off \^ithout a 
word. Of course he’s a little angel . . . still it might do 
him some good to have his wings clipped. 

Don Antonio. But what’s the use of punishing him 
because he has had his head broken? 

Dona Paquita, Oh, it isn’t his broken head. It’s his 
viper’s tongue. But you're used to that by now, I suppose. 

Don Antonio. I’ve got used to hearing you say so 
. . . for these five years. 

Dona Paquita. And Vm to keep on saying it for an- 
other five, am I ? 

Don Antonio. But what do you want done with the 
lad? He has neither father nor mother nor anyone else. 
Wasn’t it our duty to take him in, and how could we turn 
him out now ? He’s a good boy at bottom. 

DoS A Paquita. He’s a perfect little earthquake. 

Don Antonio. Sister, sister, we must learn to be pa- 
tient. Rome wasn’t built in a day . . . and it’s more 
than a mile to heaven. 

DoSia Paquita. Well, well . . . Fm not a saint like 
you! 

Don Antonio. Has Don Juan de Dios come yet? 

Dona Paquita. No. 

Don Antonio. That’s very odd. His train must have 
been in this half hour. 

Doi^A Paquita. He’ll come by the last. 

Don Antonio. I think not. When he started this 
morning he said he only meant just to call in at the Bishop s 
palace to find out what was going on, and then that he’d 
come straight back . , . 

DoSa Paquita. As if you didn’t know what he is. 
He’ll be stopping at every church he comes to to say the 
Stations of the Cross. 
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I>on Aniokio. His CJracc knows wliat he’s about* Hr 
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indeed! Let him come here, I say, and hear what this 
’village was thirty years ago . . . and then see what it is 
today. Thanks to you and your toil and the heart’s blood 
you’ve poured out for the sake of these sticks and stones 
. . . may God forgive me! And what do you gain by it? 

Don Antonio. Heaven. Is that so small a thing to 
gain ? 

Dona Paquita. Oh yes, it’ll pay you hereafter, no 
doubt But what about notp/ Till this very moment has it 
ever occurred to the Archbishop to give you a thought? 
And here you’ve been slaving for thirty years ... as 
lot urn tenens too. A locum tenens for thirty years! So 
that they could keep you on half pay! 

Don Antonio. Quite so! And His Grace when he 
came to the diocese found so many of us in like case, men 
who passed years and years working as parish priests and 
never being regularly made so, and therefore, as you say, 
on half pay - . . and he wanted to put that all right. 
After we’ve been examined vve shall ail be regular priests 
. . . on full pay. So cheer up! 

Dona Paquita. A lot it will matter to me! For how- 
ever much money comes into this house. . . . 

Don Antonio. I know . . . there’s always somebody 
wanting it, isn’t there? So in any case, it won’t come 
amiss. 

[Dona Paquita, while they are talking, has fin- 
ished picking up the linen and folding itJ\ 

Dona ?aouita. And you don’t want your chocolate? 
Then FI! hurry up supper. Are you coming in? 

Don Antonio. I think Fd sooner sit out in the air. 

Dona Paquita. Shall I take away the Virgin? 

Don Antonio. No. Tell Juanillo to get out the tool 
hox. I want to repair her crown. There are a few stones 
out of it. 

[Do^Sa Paquita goes into the house, carrying one 
of the tu^o baskets* Don Antonio sits down by the 
table upon which he has placed the Virgin: takes off 
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my fisu on you, vnn w^ouldn^r be here to tell it at all * * . 
and if ym weren't sucli a lath and pliister image ui a man 
that anyone breaking your head for you would only hr 
called a txiward ^ . . 

OEMrmio, Which meanisi that ym arc too much of a 
<^ird to try. * , . 
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Njcito. Am I! [Looking at the priest You think 
\ouVe safe now behind his petticoats. . . . 

Don Antonio, Yes, yes . . . but come to the point, 
U^e fine words oi any other sort you can find, [To De- 
mi trio.] Yon I 

DTMjLTRio. Well, itb like this. I was the proprie- 
tor • with all due respect to you, Father • , . of an 
ass. 

Niceto. "Well, 1 suppose we must call it one. 

Demltrio. And what do mean b} that/ 

Njceto. You can judp:e what a precious jewel of a 
beast it was when he sold it to me for three dollars and a 
half. 

Demetrio. If bought it for three dollars and a 
half, it couldn’t have been so bad, 

Niceto. I wanted something to work the pump, and 
I wasn’t going to buy a young racehorse, was I? And 
even at that the poor beast was dear. 

Demetrio. Dear or not, you took him away. And not 
a penny of the money have I seen. 

Nicitto. But didn’t we agree that the money shouldn’t 
be paid till I’d sold my pigs? 

Dkmetrio. I don’t remember that. 

Niceto. Well, I do. For if I’d paid you the money 
down there and then, the half dollar was to have come 
off . * . making it three dollars cash. 

Demetrio. Then as you didn’t pay, the ass remained 
mine, m 

Nichto, Mine . . . because I’d settled to pay you, and 
I’m ready to stand to my word. 

Don Antonio. But what in the name of ten thousand 
devils does all this matter? You’ve got him . . . and 
you’re to be paid for him. 

Niceto. No ... no one has got him now, Father. 
Don Antonio. How’s that? 

Niceto, He’s dead. 
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Do\ A\7HMin Ha , . . 

Nunn. And I \vn< hln t {u\ u fh t it hr ludnt 
dird AS hr did. 

I)t Mt iRtn. ^riirrr, fhit’s th M»'t ta n n lir . , F.ith»*r!! 

I)(»\ A\ni\Tn, \fi% ili ht n< iindrraiiid. What 
did fhr ds'^ dir td . . . and utin hiv nut to do \uth n? 

Nano. Wfll, Farhrr» hrrr\ iu*t hoa »i ^’^an ^rsrrr 
day afUTiRton Faca . » . Hitr . » , u is I nin^ini: him 
homr from udirrr hr\ hnn ha^inf a hit «»! t fmh And 
such a staff hr u^as in nrn thrri , . . inui rh*H . . , that 
he hard!) could sfa|:j 2 :rr alonK* .u luik uuuid lusr 

it, aloniK «umes a motor am! IriRdittWil fhr hrutr ami hr 
8Pl: in its wa>» And it hit him just aNmt hctr 
thf pfir$t*i s.uinjr ^mir prrsrtur. And as hr ssasn’t 

what you might call strung . . . tsril hr lay'^whrrr hr 
fell* Then Faca * * * Innw uhat sMimm are. iMtlir^ 
* » * Uaned to weep «ind to wad, i ailing mit ss*hf nas rwmrd 
tnidi that the a% was all that she and the ddldrrn had to 
live on - * * and **What atinyt the p^ilice** and “W^iat had 
ibe kw to say to it** * . * so the pruplr in the car . * . 
they must have been weak in the brad . * * just to put 
II atop to her noiae, gave her a twenty dollar note and made 
off as quick m they cauld* 

Dot! Amomo, Well* what more? 



ACT 1] TiiL lin^ .SHLPULklJ.s 


121 


Niclio, Xoth'ntj: niorr! OnI> nitsv this fcihm 
tikU the twcntj <h4!arH are hiV 

DiMriRUh Wireii’t thcj pahl for the Anti w.wi’t 
the a'S itiine? 

XiCLitx l»ut hadn’t T htuijrht him Irum >ou? 

Dim; irio. Hut \im hadii t |\ud nu, 

N'k'IIu. flaven't I been tijiii;: to pa) )ou the>e la^t 
two houjs? 

DiMFiRio, Thank 30 U, but I\e €hanp:ed my mind. I 
don’t care about sellinjt hi;n now. 

NrcLio, No, a baigain ^ a bajgaJn. 

DiMfTRio. Ifa\e )uu got it in writing? 

Niclio. Writing! I’ll write it out on jMur sskin w'ith 
my stick and seal it on >our skull with my fist, so I will! 

[Jfui (I fiipit htfpimJ] 

Don Aktoxkk Stop that now! Keep your hands off 
each <gher and be quiet. 

{They separate 

Doxr Antonio. Now %vhat did you both come to me 
for? 

Niceto. Well, we always do come to you, don^t we, 
Father ... to have you say which is in the right? And 
t!iat% me! For this fellow didn’t want to conic . . . and 
he can’t deny that 

Df:MJ*TRro. I didn’t want to trouble his reverence about 
such a thing. 

Niceto. And why on earth shouldn’t he be troubled? 
What eisejiiil lie learn to be a priest for! 

Don Antonio. Very well then. The ass was yours 
by legal right. 

Dhmetrio, But Father, Father, consider a mo- 
ment • . . 

Don Antonio, I am considering ... so be silent. 
I'herefore the twenty dollars . . . though they were fraud- 
ulently obtained ... are yours too. 

Niceto, away.J Thank you . . * good 

afternoon. 
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i>*m Antumo. Wliaf hoh 

Nnno* Whif's in> %\ttr wnn^ xn My whrn I t«U her 
IVr panel! uith ^nrn ihilhir^'* 

I>t>Nf A\inMu, A hit \m lare ^%hat she mm! 

Nicnc^* Oh Father, |<i« dl(iii*t knou ^^hat Hrami are* 
• * * How «ihmiU ><iu? 

Dom Aktokkk Are jou nu^Xtr m jour hmr^ or is she? 
Nicbtd. I ami But it faki^ a lot of argamriu to ion- 
i^inee my wife. 

Don ANtONK). Ye» * . , and I\e mitiml that the 
what you like to argue with * * » if iihe so much 
a$ ofiefis her mouth to you* 

Nicrio* Welh Father, it*$ tnldi • * , but the more you 
best *tm the mere they seem to get their own way* 

f0oH Fiiahcikjo, tUf dm ter, n mm ebmt 

Dorr AKT0iNri{>*s §$e, u $em in the 
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Dos Amomo, Who goes there? 

Dos Frvx CISCO. Friend! 

Dox Axtoxio, Ah, docior . . . come in. How are 
you? 

Dox Fr\xcisco. What are jou up to? 

Dov AvTOxro, Settling a quairel, as usual. 

Dov Fkaxcisco. ^Iratis? 

Dox Avtovio. Of course. That^'s their only reason 
for prehTriiig mj judgment to the magistrate’s. [NiCETO 
and DiMLTRU) ianr/h/\ Isn’t that so, you scoundrels? 

NicrTO. Ifcs, Father. . . . 

Dox Anioxio. I'hen ... be off %vith you! 

DfMETRio. Good afternoon. 

Nicrro. Afternoon! 

Don Axtoxio. Can’t j’ou c^^en take the trouble to say 
thank >ou? 

Dimitrio. Oh . . . beg pardon. Father, I’m sure. 

Nicno* But jou kn<m that ue nie«in it, don’t jou! 

(Demltrio ami Nicno //o oui. Juaxileo comes 
in and seh a Imx m thi table in which various tools, 
a hammer t neatly set outJ] 

Ju \MLLO. Here is the ttxd chest Anything else you 
want ? 

Don Antonio. Show the doctor your hurt. 

JuANiELO. But it’s nothing . . . IVe cured it 

Don Francisco- up to Juanileo and taking 

off the hnndken hlef which he is wearing on his head like a 
turban.} -Jket’s have a look. What did you put on it? 

JuANiixo. A slke of onion, salt and vinegar. What 
else should I put on it? 

Don Francisco. Kill or cure! 

JifANiLLo. Was that wrong? 

Dov Francisco. Put your head in that water-butt. 
Wash the place well. fJuAmLU) obeys.} Now come 
here. Dry yourself. {He puts on a piece of eourt^-plaster.] 
There ♦ . . that’ll last till >our next fight. Weeds are 
mighty hard to kill* 
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DoS A PAQI-'ITA, [In the hffii<f,l Ju;i.ni.lio, l^rJng in th«5 
black kiLskct* 

J VAy I iJ/>. Contitig. Scnora, 

[ J l'"ANILU"i irA'ix up the M'JCA* kfiihi't, md g^'A's httfi 
ihr hmise, trJnng kb 

Don FRr\;\A:if^co> \Vhi*nF> voyr water jar? 

[Hr tu fetch the r^^und e^i^ihen U'ith iu 

$pf^ui find hantiief ukkh b under *d the ,stt*nc stat$ 
henmith the nrk'^'tur, nmi takr}. h inng 
DoS' Ayrns'Kh Its wartn le^hy, Fti't it? 

Don FitAXCiscai. The country’s $<■» hta' it might bt* on 
fire. And Tve had to walk ail ita* tvay itmn the \o?nta 
Virjat lAgatn 4riuh eupbmiy*} Ah* nothing like a 
drifik nf cold water wdien youVe thiri^ry. [He pais the 
waiit jeir 0m the xt^ne sff.it eimt gm:s up the tublt*] Xa* 
tiire has hern very xvbe in giving the greatest pleasures 
in 'life for nothing* We pmir people should give thanks 
for that* 

.Don '.Antok'Io^ [Smilm^*] To Nature ♦ . . nr to 
Gcid*,'Senar don Frafie«u? 

, Don Feanciscc'i* To 'wlncfievcr yim pkas«% Sefinr Don 
. Atitoiib. Vnu and I are not going to quarrel over 'a 
" wnrilc ' Any news -yet akHit that affair of yours? 

. Don Antonio* Nothing more so far* But I'm 
Don' Juim.de 13h» any .minute* Hr went off m the Arch- 
bkhop*! this morning to find out what he could* Wha s 
,aivat,the,¥ent.aVie|a? , 

;,' ;DoN,.:FEA'Na'SC0*' ' ITe old 'grandfather*. YSu'i hettei 
took in*' , ■ ' ' 

■ Don A'MTONIo* ,■ Is he very poorly? 

A;;'13o'iI; Feancisco* .Blood pomning*- Anyone, else' would , 
■' dto'df' ..it* ' Bui ,he maynT/’’ 

V';y ''Eto'N', A',MT0Nia; ' What have you. given him? " 

■ ''EfoH'FFEANCisca. ■ Oh, the- usual thing* : .A bath-\ '"Am! . 

';#i|for''.fo;' drink with', lemon' '"juice-, 'aqueezed,' in'/it. 
]'/;;:'Dd.MvA»W0^ any hami.* ' 

V l^'NCiicOf;' '. 'Or' ', any x'.food.' -eilbef , d*yuii ’ ■ 'think? , 
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Don’t be too sure. Water’s not touched him inside or 
out since the day he was christened. He has worked in 
the fields al! his life. He’s burnt up with wine and sun. 
Water . . . just for a change . . . may work a miracle. 

Dox Axtokio. Perhaps you’re right. 

Don Francisco. Fve seen it happen. People talk of 
these **cures” • . . Anything may he a cure ... for some- 
thing. It’esterday they installed a regular medicine man 
in the dispensary. He has just got through his examina- 
tions in Madrid with flying colours . . . and he seems a 
clever boy. A little pedantic ... but that’s only natural 
... for he knows such a lot . . . such a devil of a lot. 
To hear him talk about serums and injections and immunity 
and all the while giving me a look from the corner of his 
eye as much as to say, **No\v’s your chance to pick up a 
tip or two.” And I sat and laughed to myself. ‘‘Talk 
away, my lad,” I thought. “These clodhoppers here are 
made of another clay than the sort your Madrid professors 
like to meddle with. Once upon a time I had book learn- 
ing at my fingers* ends too. Wait a little, and you’ll be 
glad enough to put your faith in lemon juice and water.” 
Why, yoM might as well ask them when they come to con- 
fession, whether they’d been committing the unforgivable 
sin against the Holy Ghost. No, no . * . What good 
would the silk purse be to the sow anyway . . . she’s better 
off with her ear. Leave learning to the learned! 

Don Antonio. And theology to the Bishops. To get 
these follf to heaven Fve to drag them by the scruffs of 
their necks . . v I know that! 

Don Francisco. Well, I have to vaccinate ’em by main 
force to keep them on earth a little longer. I went into 
the school yesterday afternoon, shut the door, and left 
El Tuerto in front of it with a thick stick. “Now,” 
I said, “not a child leaves this room till he’s been vacci- 
nated.” Lord, you should have heard them yell. Well 
. . . Fd had of them die on my hands in two days 
and there’s no mortal way of knocking sense into their 
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irtif t^avoges; Wlivn tbeyVe ill they stiil think 
they’re hy the devil, 1 nni , , , v.lum 1 liuve 

tfi u,'fiie on a death cer tiheahr. And it nriv 

cd t!irse dtiidrcn that I stick a Httk call lyiiiph into 
and dies niter all, the village will want lo lyir:h niv. 
i afk niyndi . » . and you . , . for hreh in the 

satiir hmit . . . since we get neither pay nor thsnks , . , 
why c?n earth du wn rtutke mc.h keh ni ourreive^ ? 

IkiS Ax'xnxio. For the love cd Clod, my ilear docrnr, 
Don Feanxj^o. Or is it tliat we ju>r amt leave ill 
alone* 

Don Antonio, Wdh do you wonder? When most 
human heinits * # . God forgive mv int saying so , * * 
urr hardly Itelfer than hriite hearts, wlvat should wr do, If 
hy Ciods grace weVe a little so, liyt lend them our 
strength and rnir brains. For iFs not their fault.* laonr 
things, 

' Tkm 'FBAKcmcth Dm Am.mh% Don Anfr>nh„if , , , be 
carefuL ' lluit .snunds very like an attack 'U|'W>n Provi'- 
imm , ' 

Dom Aktonio. Kelt at all! Clod made us alh and. 
,a.s he made cif.it h good to be. He has his reaMins for 
ill that he does. 

"; Don; F-EANCISCO* Ide may have • . * but I wish he'd 
confide 'Vm m us someiimes.. , 

, ILucia eomri in frnm $he sirrri, md rmijer 'lA^' 
" -gm'd^n'rapiUf^ mnkm0 gigm ro uth^ 

' , emn i*ol te am, wnii fm her* Shr '6 €m?lm§ n flat 
' a.. , lelrliT . bmifi * , €U*fred uiik n whiit rfolft, ] 

.v/DdH Francisco., Hullo* ’Lucii! ' 

LlfCiAv ■' Cjoad ifiernoooi .Doni A,iitofiio . . « gijod'afier* 

, ■ [SAe wi$kri lo' §n"m her 
'mi imn§ '.ginppfduj , Is mf godmother 'tn? 

' You;it:lfi" i great' hurry; ' , y 
.:r\I^l3rCiA.'' J-Ve ;&i:ou|^ir''the’surpHw 

F'wtor tO' ttlfcto yoti.,' 
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Don Antonio. Put that down. [TA^? Basket.] Who 
are you making signs to? 

Lucia. No one ... no, indeed, Father. [Don An- 
tonio hois fixedly’ at her.] . . , that’s to say, only to 
;i\Iateo, \vho*s waiting outside for me. But don’t 
think. * . . 

Don Francisco. Mateo? Oho ... so you mean to 
be my lady Mayoress, do you? 

Lucia. I? 

Don Francisco. Well, hell be Mayor, I daresay, when 
his father dies. ... So ... it stands to reason . * , sauce 
for the gander is sauce for the goose, isn’t it? 

Lucia. What an idea! 

Don Francisco. Oh . . . then you don’t mean to 
marr>^ him. It’s a pity in that case you go so many walks 
with him in the woods of an evening. 

Lucia. I ? 

Don Francisco. Yes, Miss . • . you. And he! Now 
don’t deny it, because you’ve been seen. 

Lucia. Who by? 

Don Francisco. By me. So now! 

Don Antonio. Listen to me, Lucia. I have heard of 
these w^alks too. 

Lucia. Oh yes . . . from that little tell-tale Juanillo. 

Don Antonio. Never mind how . . • for sfX)ner or 
later, one way or another, it was bound to be known. 

Lucia. Yes, I suppose so > • * 

Don Awtokio. Even then it’s not people knowing it 
that matters » * . but that there should be anything to 
know. Do you understand me? 

'■ Lucia. , Yes, Father, 

, Don Francisco., Well,', that’s' something. ' 

Don Antonio. And whut do you think will be the end 
;Of this '■iove-makingTn '.'secret 

DbN'pRAMCisco.'','' . More.or less .;rather Im'.by 

.,.■; you see . • > ■■■■,' 
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Dos Asrn.suK an* ;i> a c,fr<jn'!i mou 5 .e. 

Hi; h u-rll <in. an His the «\Iay«r 

nf the Is ht g/'ing tn n^irry you iVir the sake 

of your pretty face? 

[* L i; i " i A ^/oi.7 ;i */ o n ?■ ti’rt , ] 

Ds IN A NT('^N Kh Wei 1 ? 

Li;cfA. 1 him. 

IJos Ant^'inio. Ami hr Irsve yfm, pray? 
fi'ircrA,, He says , 

ChiN Ax'TONiO. ’Voo flen't >rens very sure sjf :lt« 
la:ciA. Weil, you kfiwv ivinu men arc, Father! 

I">fN Anti::^njo. I <iupprer %vhaf you niran i> that you 
think ymi do. Then what on eaTfli are xmi afeHii. throwing 
your repafation away in this imanr lashion? 

Lucia. I supi^rje l.%r a right to li\'r nyv life in 
my rm*n waiy, haven't I ? 

Dt.>N Anton fro And whaf in Heavens n;mie do you 
■ mean by 

■, Lucia. of coiim* Ihn nohr^dy. Fin a rounfry girl. 
Vm '-pnor and I haveiFt hern edocaiei-L lint ttr\ iw fwttrr 
, born than I urn, and it isnt iinnh gm:»d itinf. Iris going its 
ichixd' has dortr him. iM course lie has got money, or 
rarher iiL father ha$. ilut h that any tmmn hk neither 
'$houM treat me tike the dirt under her fret? 

1)0H ANTONitL Niw what has,' hh mother to dfi» watfi 
it ? 

. Ltici^,' Duin^i she come m the fea,st of the Virgin a 
'year afa last August when f, wm dancing with^Matm in 
,ih« Sijuafc..* . , mA that, wm no crime, ,wa,s- it? . . » amt 
^■'say. .before , everybtidy, that her mm wm urn fmud , for 'me 
■' . y too-',|^^ to '.be' dancing with ,me» if yoy 'plerisr? ■ 'Well, : 
'J,;kfi<iW'' that, poor, hut why' should, that ',siO|y me .from 
" doing' .what Icwnof'io 'do,?."& I' swore that- rd '-get the 
.^eryfor that';, and;! ,have, - ■■ 

; ;',DSpif,; :AieT0Kta'; ^,'Can;*i'' .yowciiee that „,ycm witl' get 

S' swo 0 oie':'io,'' ■"llulj:tiin<^e made her-iyigfy*.' 
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Don Francisco. WTiich is always a comfort. 

Don Antonio. Come here, you poor little fool Here's 
a good kdy that has done you no harm, and just to annoy 
her you think it worth while to disgrace >'ourself. Don't 
you know that yoirr only dowry is your virtue and your good 
name, the fact that no one can say a syllable against you? 
And can't you understand, you feather-brain, that if %v}ien 
you're a good girl the ,\Iayorcss doesn’t think 3 ’qu good 
enough for her son., youli he good enough for nobody if 
you're a bad one? Where %viU you be I should like to 
know when everybody refuses to have anything to do wdth 
you? And if you could keep j^our shame a secret from 
them, can you keep it secret from God? You arc a 
Christian, you have been dedicated to the Virgin Mother. 
You cTre committing deadly sin. Our Lady is watching 
you from Heaven with very’ sorrowful eyes. [Lucia Imn^s 
hit imH,] Well, what is it now^? 

Lucia* 1 did tell Mateo that you’d think it very wrong 
if you knew. 

Don Antonio. And what did he say to that? 

Lucia. IWhh mmh emdour*]^ He said it was nmte 
of your business. 

[The D^€ti»r Imphs*^ 

Don Antonio, {irith almmt cmnkal indkmiim,^ 
Hone of my business! Whose business is it then I should 
like to know? You’ve no father, your mother’s a help* 
lass cripple. You’re my sister’s godchild. And even though 
you were not, I have known you since you were born * * # 

I baptised you * • . Fve taught you the link catechism you 
know . * . your silly head wouldn’t hold more ... I gave 
you your first absolution * . * ah, and that’s true, since 
Easter . . . four months ago, you haven’t been to con* 
'fc^idn. ' 

/.■."Lucia* ' ’No,, •' * *, Mateo mfs he doesn’t like mt to -go ■ 
, ■tCi'';'coiifassioii* ' , , 

Don Antonio* And why noL pray? 

Y'ArMA'* ■ ■Well, he Mys that after all priests are only mm 
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jmt like he i}^ . . . and f.hfv inidit easily take advantage 
rif an innocrnt girl like rnr. 

Don Antonu'N Wratit of C^od! 

Don Francisco, Ho , , , ho! . * . In* preterm to con* 
y^:n liinis-rlt. dor> he, under the p;n^^ trecA. 

Don Antonio, thf ..oVv/ufvy ,*>■/*■/ Ei^urr ikf Dk* 

//iV/Z] ^'lother nt (']v)d . . , do you hear thj'Tr Give me 
patience. Don*t Itrl me ht driven tn i-d^d'enctN fTo 
l.wTClA,] Take yxiuntli out oi iny light! Noj C‘'ime. here* 
Now yndrr^tann] mv once and th>r all* Th*:% ?-:MndaIou.^> 
iionsenvr h over* i'lver and done with. For ibr tuture * * * 
frean tonight * * . >'rn.i udll li^c lirre with yonr gtaimoiher* 
and :!ihe will M*e that ^ms are ke^t pmi^rly employed. Your 
mother will go to fhr ifovgita!, wlirre the Si5lef;i wd! look 
after her hr better than evn her gadabout daughter h:is 
done* Aa far Alafeo, he can ainu^e hiin^idl hy taking care 
of the kilten. for not mi much as the tip of your skirt sliall 
hr ever touch agai,n» 111 set to that, 

'LvetA* ■ rry/i#,#/l Oh no, Faitirr . » * 

,' Antonio, Now., whm h it , .* * w-hatf 
ter? 

■ ' Lucia* 'I can’t* 

. AuTtmuh What do ym mean? 

Lucia. I‘ simply on’i. , , 

'■ ^DtiM .AMTOKim Why can't ymi? 

; .Lucia*'. , Berawir !. Am*t want tn . * and 

, beciuW I armply can’t * »■ . -Rihv that there . - * isn’t any 
.'■help for It 

Don' 'AK ifomo*' What?- 
'/'Dom ..F^Mciica' -WTaFi that? ■' . 

, ..Lucia* ’ ■ t#^irA©«.r' $frrppm§ her rryin#.'} , 'Well* -you/iee- 
.'.T.' * now 

■'' ,' 'I]toM''FiiANClac^^^ woman;* ; look 

;1ii;;At '.fice.; '['Tien' Ae miki.} \Oh» '» ihat't' it,', it'jtl,-' 
We%ilNs« down ;'to;;diniiff ■ before, "the .''beliirangl , 

•-s;' ' IShg ['€fk^\Mk4% 'dM^''nTrloifl '-i, .. 
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Don Antoxio. You? Ytml Amwer tm , , * is thiti. 
true? You, Lucia! 

LcciA. YYs . . , yes, Father, But yoii 

see I , . , that is, he said , , . 

Dox Axtoxio. Child of sin. Oh, but you Ye all alike. 
And wanting to keep your good name into the bargain. 
He said . . , ! Wait and see whatll be sa,id to you nou'I 
Lord God . . . what is to l>e done wdth this village full 
of swine! 

Lucia, hut nUher the suke of Pa con* 

twfitiom, because, at hot turn, she is t;th'id lo huve (jot out 
of her difficult%K} Ay . , , Ay , , . Ay! 

Don Axtoxio, DonY cry! And with that angel face! 
Too innocent if you please, to come to confession , , . and 
now we hear this! Well, and what are you going to doJ 
ArenY you overwhelmed wnth shame? Where are you 
going? WhoY to take care of you now * • * ? 

Lucia, [AYiowiViij? that she is sure of hein^ looked after, 
hut bdmm§ ii an obU^ntmn upon her to shorn iniense iu* 
tress,^ Ay , , , Ay! Whatever wdll become of me! 

Don Antokio, Until • . . until . 

Lucia, Ay • , . ay * • • ay ! 

Don Francisco. Lkmt mwr come . • , you mustnY go 
on like this, FU let you know when itY time to start 
crying. 

■LiiciA, YrnfStfiml'' 

Don Aip'ONio. [Crir/>?y.] Go into the house . . • 
and stop making an exhibition of yourself . , , here in the 
street almost . Paquital ; 

. . 'Lucia,* 'Ay * •"•' don’t telL my godmother* 

: . '■ Don'- Antonio. '• -'ShcYl know soon enough, wonY shCf, 
whether we tell; her or, not? - 'Paqiiital , ; 

■ ■ ' DdflA Paouita,'-, [4##emii'ywJ'''''Wh.at is it?,''"; 

;,-^,DoN Antonio* ;'‘-The',Dixrtor' has a^ you, 

FaAjNrciaca*:., '''|5»##orf#»#,.XuciA,] ;„C:ome^' along 
ilD^;,-diiId,.^; k along* 
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p4Qi;rr.4* \Vh*it\ fhr niattffr * . . hap- 

pciiecf ? 

F^AXcrsco. Xnthiiig tw^tn ihan U’SUaL Sefmra. 
Thu flush is vvfa1s» ymi know. 

IT lit ihrrr fi^i iVi. j 

Dun AxTuxtfK liol,r Moihur , . . Holy’ Mother! 
t’f/r iMrts.^rs ilit liri/m, ihm inrfu tind vnUi.] Maieo! 
/fi fhrn is rin ansu'trf hr gnti int^i iht siti-tf und mUs 
mjain.] .Mairo! Cornu in, I want to sprak to ym, 
Mat^k After you. Father. 

IteN Asmsith im in, 

Mateo. If >'yvi say Ma. 'May i i%$k what it k yon 
want? 

I'3ipx Antcjnio. Ves, I w*ant yoti to go tmmirroW' 
m 0 riii.ng anti take nut a lictasr, anti bring it to wi that 
I may m\4 it in thr Vicar of ihr Province. Ikcawse on 
, Sunday the firi«t banns must be piiblishriL Yrru wiU be 
dispensed from the rest • . r and Ihr week after you will 
be married, 

..’■.Mateo, I? 

■ Don A'NTt'tKio, Yn, you. 

"■■' Mateo, 'Win to? 

Don Antonio, Who toi God bim my soul • * . to 
the mother of your child. 

Mateo,. ' So that mtk out of ' the bag, is it? I might'- 
’ -have- eirpectdl it,. ! believe if Luda held her iCNngye' .for 
; ; ten ''miimtci she*d 'bisfit 

- V' .Antonio,'- ■' But m if.'it. could be.'kepi ^secret , .. ' 

.'.■"'MATiO, ' WeU» that :r«itiamed to 'be' seen, 'dido^t 'it? 

■ ';;.'D<?n Antonio* ■. IMifmmiif*) ■. Whites . that: you -'Uiy?''; 

' ■'/^'-.■MATitow^-'',piym Father,' ■ 

.V /■''IteN''AiiTONia ''';So 'intich, ■thc.;bettff for-;you. But yob' 
i^uVe-' to, ■■'do'. now’' anyho#. ■ 
iMAtm.:; - JUok -.,-librc» ' -father*"- ’ I, ."'iiuite ':Mw\ w: '4mp^ 

,, ;."|Dbi Antonnk Om*t you indeed f Aiui why' 
like to hmrf , ^ ' 
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Mateo. Well * * . a itiain cm*t » m t.o speak . . . 
go agjiinst his own nature, can he? 

Dox Axtoxio* i see, And it's foyrs to behave like a 
scoimdrd, is it? 

Mateo* %*ou needn't insult me, 

Don.Antoxio. Well, please tell mt what call 

a man who just seduces an innocent girl, and then retypes 
to do his plain duty by her? 

Mateo, Oh . . . innocent, Father, Come now , , , 

'Don Antonio, Yes , . . inmwrent b«?side you , , . and 
all such young blackguards. Shame cm you, and doubly 
shame to speak like that of a w^oman that you yourself 
have disgraced. Yes, innocent till you came along . - . 
and an honest girl, till you dishonoured her. And if this 
is what men are like, why ever do women drag their skirts 
in the mud for them? ITiat’s what I ask! Vour mcuher 
must be proud of you . , . very proud of the gentleman 
she has for a son! 

Mateo. Look here . . * you know you can tell me Tm 
Wt a gentleman, and IVc got to put up with it, because 
you^re . . . what you are. But I Avouldn’t from any- 
one else* I mayn’t be anything very out of the way, but 
my honour’s all right. 

Don AMTONro. Indeed! And will it be when your 
child has been born fatherless, and his mother is drudging 
to keep him, or begging bread for them both in the streets 
... or worse? 

MATEa'^She shan’t. They shall both be looked after 
as long as I live* 

Don Antonio. As long, I daresay, as you’re your mm - 
master. But wait six months * • . wait rill you marry 
some’ woman of your ijwn class, who can bring you the one' 
thing on earth that 'you want no more of . the one ' 
thing this other poor girl hasn’t got . . . money . * . 
iiH»ney} nien youll have other children, and a very good 
father you’ll be, 1 don’t doubt* Nothing that yqii and 
thmt mother can think of $vi!l you dimy fhmi. But this 
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ofie, vm,tT lir?it %m\ mnte yours thrm the othrrs can sfver l>e, 
for hr k to hr ihr child of your yourh and vuiir illusbm* 
he mil! go barcrfoat and hungry, mi‘th a hrirklayrr’s. hud m 
his shciuldrr . . . hr 11 gn to priy?n, mayhr, someday, far 
steahrig hi> bread from his brothers , , . \m osvn bralhers* 
■MxTErh Father . . , 

Dos AxtoXIo* Oh . . » no duul^t yrm can ansm^er . . « 
It's n^'irie oi rny business . . . she .should have thought of 
ill this so^'mer . , . and hfnv ant I worse than other men? 

« . . can I go against my nature . , . ? 

Mateo, Father* iFs not fait, to s|>cak of me as if 
I wtft a . . * as if f a . * . 

Don Akto-nio, As if ymi %vere a 'SCtnindlrel? You are! 
As if you iverrn’t a gentlcmafi? You are not! 

MatI'O. 1 am, , . , I tril v«ni I am. And I love hen 
■ * . . 1 tell you 1 love her, I swear it hrfnre thme two 
fTfce IYV#m mil ChilJ.] And I can ncfver love any ivoman 
else ... thatV true tm% And the day that she told me 
*y.: , you kfirm* , . , ahoiit the hahy . . . 'before evee it 
stnick me.m'hat a mm t wm in \ I felt, pleaded' ... I; 
did indrrd « . . and almost proud ... as if till that mo- 
inent Vi never really known svhat . . . well, how would 
you put it fiow^ . . . what life wm^ 

Dom Ahtomio. t^Jear/fv) And after that you itiil 
imstn ■ to Jeavf' her to 

,-vVM^Tm ' But I dofiY! It'can all go on jwil'is befom 
■: ,i lovf her * ' V Fve said-io. 

- Dpit; AinroHim 'Not® Ut of 

whit*i.:fliht''by : her now^ or you 'woiiY''ier''€yos 'im 'te 
m'ide'Ofic itiki-ake, ■/but itif% npl.a. 
know''. . itnd"you',ih«ii.Y •ee'^lwr iwiiii*' 

■I' Of cou'rsc 'rd ,nuifi^,''her like a idled' ■/ ,'•: ,lmt ' 
V. ''/'.'V' ' ■. 
Obit Aiitom'10, ^ 

'Msim* , K«%''4«iuid'a|pmi if. 
lip' if 1, iminjr dbe’U die;i>f’i|. 

iP wmU do* 
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Don Antonio. Aj! right! li she dieses, 111 give 
her Christian IruriaL But there’s 'not much fear ol 
that, 

Mateo, ’i’ou don’t know her! 

Don Antonio. 1 think I know you all ... to my 
sorrow . • . and an evil worthless lot you are. Now, 00 
*more shuffhng, oiy lad. You’re going to get married. 
That’s your duty, and it’U be the best thing for you too. 
The mother of your child is your wife by rights . . . 
there’s no getting away from that. As to your mother 
* . . you leave her to me. And you can tell your father 
this to go on with . . • tell him I told you to ... I know 
ail about that business of the muntcipai slaughter houses 
... and there’s more than one road by which a man may 
find himself in prison. Hell understand. So be off and 
break it to your parents • . . and III be by presently and 
assure them the news is true. Tomorrow before noon re- 
member, I shall expect the license. 

Ma^^;;vA 11 right."''.,'.''; 

Ahton^^^ ‘ ITo . Jfply,: Mother, that’s; 

what thfse people are like* But you know it, you know it 
well. Stupid, cunning, greedy of 

hard as their heads are empty; What can we do to save 
them? Holy Mother, whatever can we do? But remem- 
ber, won’t you, that somcrimes in the end they do the right 
thing . . . why, now and then, even, you might almost 
think that «€ of them was a man. It costs us sweat and 
blood, Mother, doesn’t it, to lead them to the right path? 
But we must Just be patient and keep on. Can your 
blessed Son ask more of us? Ah no ; he knows, none bel- 
ter, the sort of flock that he has given to our care* 

.[JUANmo ' to enlered.] 

; JuANitLO.'-' It always- 'sounds 'as, if you, were ,, stn^g ' 
;.liitle;8ongs;to, the Virgin. , 

'Now, what'do yea 

■ I was listening to^ou [JLooii^ dity'E;-;' 
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m>u!> r hr.ir hi i nr. 

}l Winn 1 hi Hiajl . , ^ 

lhi\ AstnMn ''l um II knnu %%hnt r!uf itir in^ . 

ThrrrV fiuthim* Irpf from fuM \thi nntlunj^ thit \u* ih»«sri’t 
imdry^tmil hhr m\rr t«i uilr and she never 

jud*?rv hv iinvraiaim s amf m» hri imUnnent ^ always ri^ht, 
Ami thefe\ hIhuh vmm»rl m her Iijk fur him who 
a^lrv It Imm In*, hnrt . . ami !trihn$^ in her hrarf if 
we brmjs; nur tronhlr^ to her , , ^hi jnvrv u*. her haml 
mi avlv her von to |iitv iiv . . . foi wr want to wn« 
him urn! vet we stnmhir . . * thru ^hr inrvrntv our fall. 
Our I*adv iv mir t|iiffn, vmi see. Will ue all want to 
be worthy to work b*r her in hei kingdom. 

JuAKitU). But what u «ullv lave the thild \m^ hasn’t 
he? 

[Don Jvas m Dioi or Mr gntt,] 

Don Juan. Ave I^larta 

JUANttui, Oh • . . It’* Ihm Juan dr Urn. 

Don Anionio. . . , Cmrepi^t $mt. Come in. 

Dm Juan. May God make the test of the day a bless* 

ing ID ii$. 

Don ANtONfo. What about your Journey? 

{Don Juan tm Dios Ims <i twy trmbhi mr. Hi 
i$ mtf wm^Ni md kupi m iurmng kb A## in kk 
kmdi whih npmtmp atmntf nil kis uwdSfi 
Don Juan* Good * * . oh good! Iliat ii» tibc ioainey 
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Itself was good. A little warm, . . . one can’t deny that. 
But good ... oh good . . . thanks be to God • , , so to 
speak. 

Don Antonio. And did you find out anything? 

Don Juan. Yes ... oh yes, my friend. I did. Well 
, . . God’s will is ... is not always, quite naturally . . . 
does not alua3"s accord with the expectations of men . . . 
desires which seem, so to speak, quite natural, that is, and 
legitimate. So that . . . well now Fm afraid ... so to 
speak . . . that there’s nothing more to do . , . but to 
bow . , . bow, you know ... to the decrees of Provi- 
dence. 

Don Antonio. You mean that , . . 

Don Juan. Frankly . . * yes . . . frankly I do. And 
of course . . . submission . . . that’s what it must come to 
in the end, mustn’t it . . . so what’s the use now ... of 
saying ... so to speak . . . anything? And I myself . . . 
well, I too . . . naturally . . . 

Don Antonio. But you . . * 

Don Juan. Oh yes . . . both of us, I assure you . ♦ . 
that’s some comfort, isn’t it . . . both of us, dear friend 
. . . both of us arc suspended from office. 

Don Antonio. You say they have suspended me from 
office 1 

Don Juan. And me . . . and me! Oh yes, both of 
us . . . that’s the truth. 

Don Antonio. Are you quite sure? 

Don Ju*n* Oh, the secretary himself so to speak . . . 
his grace the Archbishop’s secretary told me . . . that is, 
naturally in confidence, of course . . . but he told me. 
And the official communication .... so to speak • . . will 
be sent next week. 

Don Antonio. But what forf 

Don Juan. In my case . . . Latin, Fm afraid. . . . 
Yet, it was, so to speak, Latin. My translation . * . of 
St. Augustine. You, I fear, failed . . . that is . . . well, 
ves . . . failed in TTicology. 
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fhiM u I t utf'in^ hf i i ihi \m 

«iiphib<t fi rihjk tint U u lu jn ^ it 

Dos \\HAJo 1 hi il|d hp * 

Dos Ji \N !«f ohmIi I li n I risini it sn 
to no I do« t TAtnt it (ids tnioishnunt un 

me, m* dmiht f< i i t dr \i ft ptnlt \ inert 
hiimhlf thifil on Miih < J ih thou^hi that 

hf could si*f Minis pumtt^ \ls mim 

though nt> nuns ot se. (,lin ihu II rrsrrit Jt Be 
CAUM!* they thouisht th.it iht^ hid 4 then ihifdim a 
Chr>«iCi4rim) . , . mi to speik . . uti srs iridirdl a iierfrtt 
Chr^wtom . » • as it uete 

Dov AsTostfi (/ trsi tihilbrntt thtn d^ptemd ) Su%- 
{mdedt Susiwnded* [Tktn tilth iirmr r»st^mhm j 
ai4\ will be done 

Don JtAN. Why of course, }c% . » (fod*« mil be 

done. 

(DfJN F»ancim:o owrf UoSa Paouiia <ome mt 
o/ ihi lro«or.] ^ 

Don Feancisco Mo«t4 nerm now I In ten mmntH 
l^ve her eimther gki$ of Itncien-flower water* md let her 
gfi boftie. 

PoJIa Paouita. Good hei^eiu . • « whit u niiiiimce 
thw i^fb «rel 

{|0Alirti«u> km kirn k a comer luimmg lo iki coo* 
mmikm o/ #*# iw0 prma^ §m$ o# lo DoHa Paowta 
loforr lie km finhk§4 roono# 4mn ik$ door $kpi, 
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nftfi taking hold of her shuts, sa^s m almost tragu 
afflutionP^ 

JtAMLLo. Dona PaquiU . . . theySe suspended him! 

Don \ P^oniA. What! What^s that >ou say^ 

Jlamlio The} have! TheyVe suspended him from 
office Un failing m the e's:amination Yes, Senora . . • 
Don Antonio . . and Don Juan de Dios * . * theyVe sus- 

pended them both. 

Donv P\Qin\ It’s not true! Oh, don't talk such 
noiiNin'^t [7’o htr hrotherS\ it*s not true, is it^ 

Don Amovio "ies its true, Paquita And there’s 
nothing to be done. We must just be patient. 

D<)\\ F AOUITA D’}ou mean to tell me that }ou're no 
longer pnest of this village^ 

Don Amomo. No . I’ve no right here at all. 

Dona Paquita. And uho uill have ... mi} I ask? 

Dov Antonio. Probabl> some young pnest viill be sent 
• , , svho can pass the examination. 

DoKa Paquita. And jou’ll be put out in the street? 

Don Juan. Oh no . . . no, indeed • . . Fm sure 

that the Archbishop . . . that His Grace the Arch- 
bishop must take into account the years ... so to speak 
. . . years of service. And he’ll give him a chaplaincy 
. . . m an asylum, no doubt ... or to a Convent . . . 

DoS A Paquita. Chaplain to a lot of nuns! 

Don Juan. Well now, I assure you it's not 

so bad. I have alwa}s found my sisters . . . very good, 

oh yes, inSeed. A little tedious at times, perhaps . . 

well, yes, I must confess . . . tedious , . . but very good. 

DoKa Paquita. Oh, please be quiet 

Don Francisco. [To Don Antonio.] How has it 
happened ^ 

Don Antonio. Well, I*m afraid there's no doubt, that 
when it coma» to dogmatic Theology . . . one has dropped 
a little behind. As we were saying just now, you know 
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ACL II 


The same scene as in the first act. Dona Paquita, the 
Docior md JhA\iLLO mt m the garden. Dona Faquit\ 
is seated, uith an ait of profound sadness, on one of the 
stone siuts the door jh wihho u doubled up on the 
step of the Utile door hading into the thunk, uhich ts half 
open. Tin Doctor is walking up and down the garden 
with hts hands behind kts bad. 

A ringing of bells is heard m the curtain rises. 

Don Francisco. {Looking into the atr, as if he were 
speaking to the sound of tlu bdls.^ This is a great day. 

Dona Paquita, [Almost in tiars.^ Oh • . . a great 
day indeed! 

[There it a pause, the sound of an organ inside the 
church can be faintly heard.} 

Dona Paquita. [Sigkmg.} There . * . they Ve reached 
the Tc Dcum now, 

JuANiLLO. , and hark at the organist flourishing 

away! - . • just to show oflE before the new priest! 

Don Francisco* Here . . . why aren’t you in your sur- 
plice? 

JUANILLO* Why should I be? 

Don fttANCisco, Aren't you an acolyte? 

JUANILLO, Arc we any of us anything now? 

Don Francisco. No indeed • . * no indeed, weVe not! 

JUANitLO. TheyVe turned you out too • * . haven't 
they? 

Don Francisco. Yes, my lad, yes , . . they've turned 
me out too. 

DofiA Paquita. [Rebellious and bitter.} God will 
Judge thon for it* 

Francisco* Well, he may! . . , but what can 
!4I 
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in th j) <M It s *il(i 1 fhi uil /hicmd 
tilla/r «f tht uil» n< It Ifit h nl m tup great 
rau' th« nn**tntiuin* \*» t * • t 1 ^ J ne 

must i^rnu*ht iu il ff uNfhn nt It* u not* 
Athi nhit iir« nut ltn\n t, 4*i) t In in',!! us 

a! rig thr ju» j hu vvlun H t m* \i ilUhtri- 

r»uv gwihna*!! wli # rrul thr j» p<r^ mu? vutk tu<J rr 
ilu'p til tli^ ^uret. «il thi* ti » trnitirnt u< ng I i inr He 

fmrrti aij t?hl duMur uhu h A Iumi/ 1 t m tit thtu inu? 
fhf ^uiid, hv the gr*UP ut ChhI iial the » « , -i ut h\, i ni 
nitm -^rnsf ami a hnml nt%\ niui* li vfclio w 

irady fn hrlf* than dir m fiir xas lit? t mul mt^\t stamilu 
ball markrd In Pan* ami Ibrln h? 11 ♦»mr ag.*in, 
what trmhi \uu Sriu*M Uaui Puiujfa. , ♦ , Wt 

niMsl hr uwmujuihtatu up to dat* H nh lur I'rjjgrcN^^ 
And if you dtm^t hkr it grt <mf ut tlu n h » nr Ik* run 
over* if jmi Itkr that Ik*! in ! 

IloisA pAUtit^* Well, thru * . tfml\ will hr tltinr. 

Dom KnjiKiiUfU Ami thr vnir was tinarimmus * , , 
why the iiwe^tion, %n fhry trll inr wasn t rMn atgurd. As 
with onr sunt they callril almid tur thr vriy litm thing! 
The fifikt timr, 1 helirvr, that lhr> h4\r t%n agrerd upim 
Anything* lilmed progress . « «iilH4>ii4|ufrmg youth! 

I Tkrn is mtithef fmmt j 
JUAmtMK Andimns wite, «t the mn . . * 

Don FuANciaco, Well? 

JVAmtW. Shr*$ hastng her baby tnday. 

Dow FtANCieco. Hnw do you know, pray! ^ 
JmwtLW. I mw that new dbitor go by* They^ve 
dlM him in ImrauM he’ii a ^ipeniiltsf . , , that*» what hr 
k ^ 0 * m i«x--ace--ioiiifthifig or othei* Anyhow he 
want hy on %k motor bicycle like greaerd iin^tniiig* 

Dorn fmwma*. Yet, he'd better not waete time She 

dwJiyiiWMia*W 

iOPPill f « 

OoilA Paquita. Wrll, theS ummI to it . . . it'* her 

niLa*. 

lifplill* 

Ooti IStAMCisoo. Eighdi ... the fmtrih time it ww 
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twins. Think of it! That’s the first babj" for twenty-five 
\ ears to come into this world and this village w ithout ask- 
ing m> iea\e! 

[He tfks to speak jestingly, but doesnt make a sue- 
ass of iV.j 

JuAXiLta And they say that that boy of Juana la Fea’s 
was just dying . . . but the new doctor put water into 
him with a sjiinge and he got well at once. 

Dona Paquita. [Thinking Don Francisco's feelings 
Will be hurt.} Hold >our tongue now! 

Don Francisco. Are you going away this very day? 

Dona Paquita. This verj^ evening ... as soon as 
they\e finished in there [Indicating the church with a 
glance, but without moving.} The van with the furniture 
has gone on alieady. 

Don Francisco. [To Juanillo.] How much longer 
will they be? 

JiTANitLO. There’s the sermon to come still . * . he’s 
Just going up for it now. 

DoSa Paquita. Aren’t you going in to hear it ? 

Don Francisco. No, thank you! 

JUANitto. They say he’s no end of a preacher. Well, 
since he’s preached himself in here and preached us all out 
into the street I suppose it’s true. He gets ten dollars 
a sermon. And the other day in the Cathedral at the 
Novenary of Souls he preached and he preached until the 
Canons almost died of it [He is at the Church door.} And 
what a voice he has! You can hear it through the door. 
[Repeating with gestures of admiration what it mag be 
supposed he hears satd bg the preacher.} ** Honoured serv- 
ants of the Sanctuary . . . worthy authorities of this godly 
village . . . best beloved brothers, all, of the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus and the Sweetness of Mary.” What rot! 

[He hides himself behind the door so that he can 
go on listening.} 

Dof}A Paquita. Shut that door . . . they don’t want 
to hear metrg noise from the street in there. 
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Don Francisco. It"s a large congregation. 

Dona Paquita. Every soul in the village. Ths 
what novelty will do. Some of those people haven^t i 
foot in the church for a matter of fifty years or so. T 
Mayor’s there and the Schoolmaster and the Colonel of t 
Militia . . . even the district Judge * . . though 
stands, if you please, for Sunday work at the Universiti 
. . . ICrossinff herself •'I God save us from that at lea 

Don Francisco. But it seems that he is a bit of 
prodigy. 

Dona Paquita. Who ... the judge? 

Don Francisco. No . . . our new priest. 

Dona Paquita. He certainly is. [Disdainfully.’] ] 
arrived today in a motor car. 

Don Francisco. Yes, the place will smell strong 
petrol now . . . that’s one sure sign of progress. 

JUANiLtO. [Popping round the door.] He says tl 
the village is going to be a garden planted with carnatic 
and loses and [Scratching his head and trying to reme\ 
her.] . . . that he ... he means to be the gardener . 
and he’ll make a nosegay of the gently opening flowers a 
suck from it honey for the honey comb . * . which is t 
Church. He’s a one-er ain’t he? [He disappears agah 

Dona Paquita. A garden of roses! With a fi 
thorns among them he’ll soon find. 

Don Francisco. These ceremonies take a long tim< 

DoffA Paquita. Don’t talk about it. First the 1 
stallation . . . then the Supplicatory Processioif Then 
Te Deum ... a sermon . . . and Heaven knows wl 
else! Still this is the finish of it all, thank God. I t 
you, what with one thing and another, we’ve had a plei 
ant four months. 

Don Francisco. Yes ... the powem that be at t 
Archbishop’s were a long time making up their minds. 

Doi5a Paquita. Yes . . . and nobody pleased at \ 
end. For don’t imagine the young man likes coming h< 
any more than the old man likes leaving. Do you not: 
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that he uses a cigarette holder, so as not to stain his fingers^ 
He will like it, won’t he, when ail the dirty nosed little 
children come kissing his hand? 

Don Francisco. Not quite the village, is it, for fastidi- 
ous fingers to meddle with? 

Dona Paquita. No, nor for his shiny shoes with their 
silver buckles. He’s here because he’s been put here and 
he has to do as he’s told. Wh>, he has buttonholed eveiyone 
from Rome to Santiago to get himself into some church in 
Madrid. Preaching’s what he likes. Showing off, getting 
talked about ... he thought he’d be made a Bishop in no 
time. That’s where he was wrong. He tried to be too 
clever . . . put things in the offices, they say, which were 
more than even they could stand. So like this w’^orld, 
isn’t it? They take the old man from the corner he belongs 
in because they say he knows too little and they send the 
young one to eat his heart out in a far off village because 
they think he knows too much. 

Don Francisco. What else does one expect! 

Dona Paquita. Oh well, time will put things right 
for the young man . . . but only death can do that for 
the old one. 

Don Francisco. Nonsense . . . what are you talking 
of ... I never heard such nonsense! What your brother 
needs at his age ... is a little rest . * . and peace and 
quiet. 

DoSa Paquita. Rest! You know him. He’ll rest in 
his grave . not before. What has his life been? From 
morning till night, never stopping . . . was ever a single 
thing done in the village if his hand wasn’t in it? Well, 
can you see him as chaplain to an old woman’s almshouse 
. . . saying mass for them . . . sitting by while they gab- 
ble their prayers . , . hearing their confessions ; the dread- 
ful things they said to the cat when it stole the milk. He’ll 
fret himself to death. Why you’ve only to look at him 
. . . ever since he knew it was settled* He says nothing 
, . , but what heV thinking and feeling! I know him 
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so well. But so do you, oh, so do you. But he’s all I have 
in the world, you see . . . he’s brother and father and son 
to me, all in one. And I can’t sit by and watch him suffer 
like this. I can’t ... I can’t. What’s to become of us I 
[JUANILLO comes from behind the door and turns 
towards the gate.] 

Dona Paquita. Where are you going? Is the sermon 
over? 

JuANiLLO. No, Senora • . . there’s a woman been taken 
ill . . , 

Don Francisco. [Instinctively standing up; business- 
like.] Where? 

Dona Paquita. Who? 

JUANiLLO. I don’t know . . . just someone in there. 
She was kneeling . . . and then she fell right over on the 
floor. 

Dona Paquita. Fainted * . . they’d better bring her 
here. 

Don Francisco. Let me see . . . let me see. 

[A t this moment Lucia comes in supported by Mateo 
and the Mayor> and followed by the Lady Mayoress. 
She is half fainting, or, rather pretending to be. She 
wears a black brocade silk dress, her wedding dress, 
very elaborate, a lace mantilla, a filigree rosary, dia- 
mond ear-rings and brooch, a mother-of-pearl fan and 
a lace handkerchief. She has all through the scene 
the manner of a very affected fine lady.] 

Don Francisco. What’s the matter? ♦ 

DoiJA Paquita, What has happened? 

JuANiLLO. Well ... if it isn’t Lucia! 

Mateo. [Very worried.] Get a chair please, somebody I 

The Mayor. Please get a glass of water! 

[JUANiEto goes to the back to fetch ike water and 
DoSa Paquita pulls out a chair.] 

DofiA Paquita. Loosen her dress. 

Mateo. [Who hasn't noticed Don Francisco.] Will 
somebody please go for a doctor ... at once. 
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Don Francisco. Nou don’t he frightened. Lets see 
what’s the matter. Gi\c her a chance to breathe. 

The Mayor. UTith a mixture of confusion and annoy-^ 
ancef] Oh . . . oh . . . it’s you, is it? Still here! 

Don Francisco. Yes, Senor Alcalde . . . though not 
ofScially, 

Mateo. [At Lucians side and afraid that this is going 
to be the death of kts wife.] Don Francisco ... for God's 
sahe • • • 

Don Francisco. Don’t worry . . . don’t worry . * . 
I am here. 

[He goes up to LuciA who continues her pretence of 
a fainting fit.] 

Mateo. [Anxiously.] What’s the matter with her? 

The Mayoress. Nothing whatever. 

Don Francisco. She fainted with the heat. She’s com^ 
ing to. It’s all right. 

Mateo. I warned her ... I did warn her that in her 
most delicate condition she must not go into that crowded 
church ! 

Lucia. [Coming to very prettily.] Where am I? 

Mateo. Here . . . safe with your husband. 

Lucia. [A ffectedlyS] Oh ! 

JuANiLLO. Here’s the water. 

Mateo, Try to drink some, my darling. 

The Mayor. But slowly . . . slowly. 

Lucia. Oh ... my fan! 

Mateo, f Rushing to pick it up.] Here it is. 

The Mayor. Shall I fan you? [He takes his wife*$ 
fan for the purpose.] 

Lucia. No, please ... I can’t bear it. My handker- 
chief. 

The Mayor. Here it is! 

Mateo. Take mine. 

Lucia. Oh! Wipe my forehead please! Oh! 

Mateo. Are you in pain? 
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The Mayor. Aren’t you better? 

Mateo. Would you like to go home? 

The Mayor. Shall we have the carriage brought round 
for you ? 

Lucia. No, no . . . Tm better now, thank you. IShe 
gets up.1 Oh . . . how my head swims! 

Mateo. Sit down . . . please. 

The Mayor. Keep still, child . . . just a little longer. 

The Mayoress. Oh . . . for all our sakes! Suppose 
anything should happen to our precious jewel!! 

Lucia. Mateo . . . Mateo! 

Mateo. What is it? 

Lucia. Your mother . . . your mother is insulting me 
. . * again. 

The Mayor. My dear . . . will you be quiet? 

The Mayoress. Yes, I will be when I choose! 

Mateo. A nice thing, isn’t it, to upset her now! Sup- 
pose anything happens . . . 

The Mayor. ... in her delicate condition! 

The Mayoress. Delicate fiddlesticks! Fve brought 
seven children into the world and never fainted over one 
of them. 

Lucia. No doubt, Senora . . , but some of us are more 
sensitive, I suppose. 

The Mayoress. I didn’t hear of your fainting three 
months ago before you were married when you were still 
washing clothes in the river. And I understand that you’d 
every right to feel just as delicate then. ^ 

Lucia. [Collapsing*'] Oh, Mateo! Oh Father, dear 
Father! Oh!!! [She affects the classic attack of nerves.] 

Mateo. [Furhns, while he supports her on one side*] 
If it weren’t that you arc my mother . . . 

The Mayor. [Threatening, while he supports her on 
the other.] If it wasn’t that we are . . . where we 
are . . • 

The Mayoress. And if you men weren’t so easily 
taken in . . . 
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Dona Paquita. Please . . . please don’t make so much 
noise. Every word >ou say can be heard in the church. 

The Mayoress- By a dolly draggle-tail who uas scrub- 
bing floors three months ago and now if you please she can’t 
lift a feather duster! 

Lucia. Oh — oh — oh! Mateo ... my heart! 

Don Francisco. IWko is losing patience.] Look here 
. — ^young lady — will you stop this nonsense or shall I throw 
a bucket of water over you? 

Juanillo. Shall I go and fetch one? 

Lucia. {Taking hold of the doctor $ handS] Oh, dear, 
dear Don Francisco! 

Juanillo. Turned into a fine lady in double-quick time, 
haven’t you . . . fainting fits and all! You’re no fool . . . 
ril say that for you. 

Lucia. Is that Juanillo? 

Juanillo. Oh yes . . . the same old Juanillo as ever 
. . . and will be for ever and ever, amen! We can’t all 
get up in the world by coming a cropper like you. 

Lucia. You are an impertinent boy. 

Juanillo. That’s right — keep it going! — You do it very 
well. 

Mateo. Get out of here ... or I’ll kick you out. 

Juanillo. All right - - . consider me kicked! 

Dona Paquita. Well, Lucia . . . you’re better? 

Lucia. little shamefaced*] Yes, Sehora. 

Do^Ja Paquita. Let’s have no more of these scenes then 
. . . unlas you want to send your mother-in-law into a 
fit. 

Lucia. Suppose you ask her to stop driving me mad! 

Juanillo. {Who has returned to his post iy the small 
door leading to the Chunk*] The service is over! They’re 
coming out . . . they’re all coming . . . 

{A movement of luriosity on the part of everyone, 
Lucia entirely forgetting her faint, goes forward wkh 
the others toward the church door. At the same time 
there come in from the street with ku%zm. Dona Ger- 
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TRUDIS^ <3! lady of fifty summers, pretentiously dressed in 
black silk, with a mantilla; The School Mistress, a 
blue-stocking of twenty-five or thirty; Rosita, a young 
girl of the village, about eighteen; a little girl; the 
Colonel of the **Guardia Civil** ; and various other ladies, 
married and unmarried. Also some menS[ 

JUANILLO. [As the ladies appear, in a stage whisper. 1 
Ha — ^hum . . . enter the wise Virgins! 

Dona Paquita. Be quiet . • . you blasphemous boy! 

Dona Gertrudis. May we . , . ? 

The School Mistress, Will you allow us to . . , ? 

Dona Paquita. Yes . , . come in, come in. 

Dona Gertrudis. Forgive us, dear Dona Paquita, won’t 
you, for bursting in on you like this. But these girls . , . 
they felt they just must kiss our new Priest’s hand and . • , 

The Colonel. Only the girls . . . 

Dona Gertrudis. Now . . . don’t be mischievous, 
Colonel. 

Rosita. [To DoS a Paquita.] And you weren’t there 
for the sermon. Oh, I never heard one like it. 

Dona Gertrudis. Such feeling! 

The School Mistress. And such erudition. 

[They all talk:] 

Rosita- But what happened to you, Lucia? 

Lucia. It was nothing, dear ... I felt a little faint. 
The heat I daresay . • - 

The Mayor. She’s so very delicate . . - 

The Mayoress. And of course we were f»ghtcned . . . 

Dona Gertrudis. And I’m sure that the sermon stirred 
you very deeply. Such depths of wisdom. You lost all the 
best of it. 

Rosita. What I liked b^t was the part about ‘*godly 
womanhood.” 

PofS^A Gertrudis. Ah no, no! Remember ”the mel- 
lifluent sweetness of our Redeemer’s heart . . 

The School Mistress. The best of all though was that 
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passage about the soul as a butterfly taking flight, drawn 
by its intense desire to be consumed in the flame of the Love 
Divine. [She looks softly at The Colonel.] 

A Lady. And his voice . • . ! 

A Young Lady. Such gestures ... 1 

Dona Gertrudis. And what a beautifully embroidered 
rochet ! 

Rosita. Made . . . was it not . . . from the fabric of 
the nipa-palm? 

A Lady. It had lace half a yard wide. 

The Colonel. Well . . . and did our respected school- 
mistress enjoy herself? 

The School Mistress. We all did! 

The Colonel. Ah, but you discriminate. A thing must 
be really good before it pleases you. 

Dona Gertrudis. Well, he brought tears to my eyes 
more than once . . . more than once! 

Lucia. Oh . . . he’s coming! 

[Don Antonio and Don Jose Maria, the new 
priest, come out of the small church door^ The lat^- 
ter is a young man of about tweniy^eight, he wears 
his mantle beautifully, elegantly gathered up in one 
hand, and in the other he is carrying his plush hat, 
small and iasselled. His hands are very white and 
perfectly cared for* He wears patent leather shoes 
with silver buckles. He comes forward slowly and 
bows with suave inclinations of the head* His eyes 
are cast down and he is smiling with honeyed sweetness* 
The act^ must be careful to have the necessary affecta- 
tions, without the slightest approach to caricature* 
Don Antonio, as in the first act, is wearing a sotana 
and threadbare cassock, with elastic boots and has a 
breviary in his hand and an ordinary tile hat*^ 

DdiJa Gertrudis. So modest too! 

Rosita. Oh . . . but doesn’t he remind one of St. 
Luiz Gonzaga. 
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The Colonel* fey something, Senora Dominie. 

The School Mistress. [Coquettishiy.] Colonel, 
Colonel, you know my name, don’t you? 

Don Antonio. This is the garden, you see . . . and 
that is the house. Shall we go in? 

Don Jose Maria. No . . • no thanks. Time enough 
. . . time enough! 

Don Antonio. It’s very convenient . . . one can come 
this way . . . without having to go through the street. 

Don Jose Maria. What a pretty garden . . . and how 
well kept! 

Don Antonio. It has amused my sister to grow a pot- 
ful of vegetables , . . and a bunch of flowers: Paquita 
. . . Don Jose Maria . . . My sister. [He introduces 
them.] 

Don Jose Maria. So pleased, Senora . . . 

Dona Paquita. Senor . . . 

Don Jose Maria. You’re a great gardener, I sec. 

DoSa Paquita. Oh ... I love flowers. And the 
earth will always give something in return for one’s care 
of it, will it not? It is easier to strive with than the 
hearts of men. 

moves away.] 

Don Jose Maria. And these ladies and gentlemen? 

Don Antonio. They all want to pay their respects 
to you, I think ... if you don’t mind. 

Don Jose Maria. No, no, of course ... on the con- 
trary . . . 

Don Antonio. Don Francisco . . . [Do!t Francisco 
has been alone at the back.] I have the honour to present 
to you Doctor Don Francisco Lasada ... my best friend 
. . . my most valued comrade, 

Don Francisco. Your servant. 

Don JosI MarIa. So delighted to know you. 

Don Antonio. And I have never met his equal. 

Don Francisco. [Smiling.] Well » . . one’s as good 
as one knows how to be! 
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Don Antonio, You* 11 come to value him too. 

Don Jose Maria. You^re the Officer of Health for the 
village, of course. 

Don Francisco. I was . . . till a short while ago. 

The Mayor. {Putting in his oar where it isnt 
needed*] Yes, there’s been a new appointment. A younger 
man . . . your own age . . . and very clever . . . 

Don Antonio. Our Mayor. 

[Don Francisco and Dona Paquita retire together 
to one side*] 

Don Jose Maria. And so to remain, I hope, for many 
years. 

The Mayor. Ah well ... I’m on the way down hill 
now, you see. But here’s my son {Indicating Mateo^ who 
comes forward with a certain perturbation*] ready to seize 
the staff of office . . . when I let it go. 

Mateo. INot knowing what to What nonsense, 

Father! 

The Mayor. Why, of course, you are . . . ready and 
anxious too. Don’t be ashamed of it. Ready to put the 
whole world to rights, these young folk, aren’t they? And 
quite right too . * . quite right [To his wife*] Come here, 
my dear. Oh come along, come along . . . nobody’s going 
to eat you. My wife! 

Don Jose Maria. Delighted to meet you, Senora. 

The Mayoress. \Bashfullp kissing his hand*] Oh no 
. . . I mean yes . . . the pleasure is yours ... I mean 
mine ... 

{A little whispered laughter in the group of women*] 

The School Mistress. {Quietly to the others*] Now 
the Lady Mayoress has made her customary happy remark ! 

The Mayor. {Taking Lucia by the hand*] And this 
is our daughter-in-law. Now you can boast that you know 
all the family. Now make him a pretty speech since you’ve 
got yourself up for the occasion. 

Lucia. I ... oh yes, of course . . . 

IShe kisses the priest's hand,] 
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The Mayor* And we shall want your services soon. 
There’s a christening coming! Ha, ha! 

The Mayoress. {Furious*'] Oh, of course ... we 
don’t escape that remark! 

The Mayor. And remember ... my house is yours 
. . . and everything in it. No compliments ... I mean it. 

Don Jose Maria. {Wanting to make an end*] You 
are most kind ... I’m much obliged . . . 

Don Antonio. {Presenting Do5ia Gertrudis.] And 
here is the President of the Sisterhood of Our Lady of 
Sorrows. 

Don Jose Maria. Senora . - . 

Dona Gertrudis. {Kissing his hand*] Your very de- 
voted servant, Father. And we have such a beautiful image 
... oh but you must have noticed it ... in the church. 

Don Jose Maria. I have indeed. 

Dona Gertrudis. Ah, but she’s not at her best now 
. . . as dowdy, Pm afraid as . . . well, as I am. We 
fully meant her to have a new mantle for the Novena. But 
it couldn’t be managed. No, as usual, these girls {Indicate 
ing Rosita.] got everything. 

Rosita. {Offended.] Oh, you shouldn’t say that! 

Don Jose Maria. I beg your pardon . . . 

Don Antonio. This young lady, you see, is President 
of the Association of the Daughters of Mary. 

Rosita. Your reverence . . . {She too kisses his hand.] 

Don Jose Maria. God bless you. 

Dona Gertrudis. [Persisting.] But it is so « . . the 
Daughters of Mary get everything that’s going. And I 
suppose it’s natural, because they’re young, and when it comes 
to begging, of course, people give more readily to a young 
girl than to an old woman. 

Rosita* Oh, but don’t you think it’s a little because our 
Virgin is so mudb prettier? 

DoSa Gertrudis. Certainly not, child . . . our Virgin 
is far more distinguished . . . and hr more appealing too 
. * . with those tears on her cheeks. 
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Rosita. [To Don Jose Maria.] Well . * . you must 
be the judge, Father . . . 

Don Jose Maria. [S7nilmg.'\ Ladies, ladies, there is 
but one Holy Virgin and her joy is the same in the worship 
offered to her through every one of her images. 

The School Mistress. Oh, it*s no use, Father, youll 
never get them to believe that. It’s to these villages one 
must come, I’m afraid, to find true materialism. 

[Don Jose Maria looks at her with some alarm^ 

Don Antonio. [Smiling at the poor girVs inoffen- 
sive pedantryJ] This lady is the head of our elementary 
school. 

The School Mistress. Yes . . . only a school teacher, 
and your humble parishioner, Senor. [She kisses his handS\ 

The Mayor. But she knows Latin 1 

Don Jose Maria. [Without enthusiasmJ\ Does she 
indeed ! 

The School Mistress. A few words, oh, hardly more. 
Just enough to let me read the works of the Fathers in my 
moments of leisure. 

Don Antonio. [Going on with the introductionf\ Our 
commandant here, Colonel Manuel Ramirez of the Civil 
Guard. 

The Colonel. At your command! 

Don Jose Maria. Senor * . . 

[They all surround him now, while he bows and smiles 
and the women kiss his hand in fierce rivalry 

A Laoy. ^Welcome . . . welcome from us all, Senor 
Cura • • . 

A Young Lady. And we hope that you’ll stay here many, 
many years . . . 

Another. And that you’ll be so happy among us . . . 

Demetrio. And preach us lots more sermons like to-* 
day’s • . . 

Niceto. May we all be spared to hear ’em 1 

The Mayor. Come, come now , , . we mustn’t tire him 
out. 
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Don Josl JIauIv* Oh indeed, \ou do nothing of the 

*^PoSa Paqcita, [J little bitterly to Dqk Francisco*] 
Theyll come to bIow<> over him in a minute, 

Don Francisco. Children with a new toy ! 

Don Jose M^ria. Dear ladies . . . gentlemen . . . 

Several People. He’s going to speak . . . he’s going 
to speak ! 

Dona Gertrudis. Sh! Sh! 

The Mayor. Hear, hear! Hear, hear! 

Don Jose Maria. No, really ... I had no inten- 
tion . • • 

The Schocpl Mistress. Oh yes, yes, Father ... say 
a word to us* 

Don Jose Marix. Why, I ha\c nothing to say . . . 
[But already he hm dropped into his hontyed rhetorical 
tone*] • . - except that I am deeply, deeply grateful for the 
kindness ... so little merited by me . . . and the warmth 
of my welcome to this enlightened village and for the 
trust with which it so readily begins to honour me . * . 

The Mayor. The honour is ours . . . tlie honour is 
ours! 

The Mayoress. [Pulling his cloak, 'I Don’t interrupt 
himl 

The Mayor. Don’t interrupt me I 

Don Jose Maria. To-day . . : this past hour . * . 
and above all this passing moment stamp an ineffaceable 
memory in my heart* I bring to your scrvktf little power 
of mind, no store of knowledge, much unworthiness . . . 
but leaning, in my feebleness upon the strength of Him to 
whom all things arc possible I do believe that I shall not 
quite utterly betray the hopes on which you build when with 
a simple md a touching faith, springing from the pure 
depths of love and fellowship, you hold out such a welcome 
to this unworthy servant of the Most High. 

JUANitLO* [Jdmirm0ly,} Good Lord * . * you’d 
think he must have learnt it all by heart before* 
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Don Jose Maria. But I ... I ask your aid. To- 
gether we must labour in the m>btic garden of our souls* 
Beloved. Alone I can do little. It wull be jour task . . . 
as when of old Aaron and Caleb so stood by Moses on the 
mountain ... to strengthen and sustain the drooping hands 
I lift to God ! 

Several Low Voices. Yes, yes, indeed. 

Niceto. That’s the sort of priest for me! 

Demeirio. Look out . . . there’s the old one’s sister 
listening . . . 

Don Jose Maria. But let me . . . taking up the staiEf 
that makes me shepherd of your fold . . . add now a word, 
inadequate I know, of gratitude and praise to him whom 
I succeed. For many years he has watched over you with 
patience and with skill that has indeed not had to be its 
own reward. The Will that orders all things calls him 
to well-earned repose. From his hands I take my sacred 
charge. In your name and ray own I ask him, in the peace 
of his retreat, the evening of his days not to forget to pray 
for his old flock and for their new shepherd. 

iHe gives his hand to Don Antonio with signs of 
great emotion. There are murmurs of admiration.} 

Don Antonio. God help you through your task. 
You’ll find other things than roses in the garden . . . some- 
times. 

The Mayor. Well, come now . . . what have you had 
to complain of? 

Don Antonio. [Serene and grave.} God did not ask 
me for complaints. We have been together — I among you 
all — for thirty years. I came so young . . . now that I 
leave you I’m so old that somehow all my life is left behind 
... I wish I could have laid my body here as well. But 
God has willed that otherwise . . . blessed be His name. 
Forgive me for the things in which I have offended you. 
I always wished you well. We all make mistakes. And 
I forgive, with all my heart indeed, any unkindness that 
has been done to me. And I’ll never forget you • . . any 



158 THE TWO SHEPHERDS {ACT //J 

of you . . . nor the village . • . as long as I live , , . 
because ... I can’t go on . . . I . . . God keep and help 
us all. 

JuANiLLO. [To steel himself against tears.} 
Damn . . . ! 

[There ts a deep silence; no one moves, nor gives 
the least sign of approbation., After the flowers of 
rhetoric of the new priest, the other s simple speech 
leaves the assemblage cold. Mateo^ alone, after a 
moment, goes tip to the old man and presses his hand.} 

Mateo, [With a little embarrassment.} You know 
just how we feel . . . 

Don Antonio, [More touched than he uant^ to show.} 
Thank you , . . thank you, my dear boy. 

The Mayor. [After another brief moment of silence.} 
Well, well ... we mustn’t waste time here. There’s a 
small — ah — collation ready in the Town Hall, [To Don 
Jose Maria.] You must honour us by coming. 

Don Josi Maria. Oh . . • but to go to all that 
trouble! With pleasure • . . with the greatest pleasure. 

The Mayor, Let’s be off then ... or the chocolate 
will be getting cold. Come along, come along, everyone’s 
welcome . , . plenty there for us all, 

Don Jose Maria. [To Don Antonio.] Senor . . . 

Don Antonio, No . . . forgive me if I don’t come. 
I’ve a few little things still to pack . . . and my train goes 
at six, 

Don Jose Maria, But ... are you going today? 

Don Antonio, Yes indeed ... my sister will give the 
house keys to the sacristan. 

The Mayor, [Wishing to appear polite.} But there’s 
no hurry, you know , , , at least as far as the house is 
concerned, Don Jos6 Marfa can consider himself my guest 
for as long as he pleases. [As Don Josi MarIa bows dep- 
rscktingly.} No, I mean it, I mean it. 

Don Antonio, No, I’ve finished everything now. 
Betide . . ♦ [With a little smile.} my old ladies will be 
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expecting me. There’s my installation to think of, you 
know. 

The Mayor. That’s right . , . each in his turn! 
Well . . . till we meet again. 

Don Jose Maria. Good-bye, good-bye. And remem- 
ber . . . anything I can do for you ... at any time . . . 

Don Antonio. Yes, yes. Good luck to your work 
here. 

Don Jose Maria. [To Paquita who bows but does 
not speak Senora. ... [To Don Francisco.] Good 
afternoon, doctor. 

Don Francisco. Good afternoon, 

[They are all going out, Lucia with the others, 
without paying any more attention to those who are left 
behind* Mateo detains herfl 

Mateo. [To Lucia, with a little reproach in his 
tonef\ Say a word to your godmother, 

Lucia. {As a duty and wanting to get it over*1 Any- 
thing I could do for you ... if I stayed . . . ? 

Dona Paquita. No, child, thank you . . . everything’s 
done. 

The Mayor. {From the gatef\ Lucia . . . Mateo 
. . . come along. 

Lucia. Fm just coming. 

Dona Paquita, Yes ... off with you! 

Mateo. I shan’t say good-bye . • . we’ll be down at 
the station, 

Don AmONio. All right . . . run away . . . run 
away! 

{Everyone goes out, except Don Antonio, Don 
Francisco, Dona Paquita and Juanillo. They 
don^t speak, A gay peal of bells is heard; they are 
setting off rockets in the street, and a band of music, 
supposed to he stationed there, begins to play a quick- 
step, in front of the church, awaiting the exit of the 
new priestf] 

JUANII^LO. {Who, on hearing the music and the rockets. 
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forgets everything else, and dashes toivard the s 
Rockets! 

Dona Paquita. IWith deep reproach.'] Juanil 

Don Antonio. Why ... let him go, Paquita. 

JUANILLO. [Very conscience-stricken.] No, Fat 
wasn’t going ... I wasn’t really. 

Dona Paquita. [RIahng an effort to appear 
I’ll make sure that nothing has been forgotten. 
Juanillo.] You come with me. 

Don Antonio. Very well . . . fetch me when 
ready. 

[Dona Paquita a?id Juanillo go out. 
sound of music and bells goes on for an instant, 
last rockeu are fired off. Don Antonio, ovi 
by emotion, falls on a chair, and leaning his lu 
the stone table sheds a few tears; afterwards he 
a great effort to be calm, and succeeds.] 

Don Antonio, \In a broken voice.] God’s w 
done . . . His will be done. [He dries his eyes Wi 
bare hands.] Ay ... ay! [To Don Franciso 
terly.] all that niy courage really comes to, you see. 
despise me. 

Don Francisco. Well — if you mean to begin try 
hide things from me at this time of day . . . 

Don Antonio. Our work’s done, my friend. 

Don Francisco. Yes, indeed . . . over and 
with. 

Don Antonio. Oh, this village . * . this’^villagc 
[They both speak excitedly and with emotm 
at first, each one as if he were talking only to h 
and with himself.] 

Don Francisco. [Walking from one side to an€ 
I remember the day I came. What a hideous and i 
sible place I thought it. I said to my wifc~I won 
here a week. Well . . • that’s thirty years ago. 

Don Antonio. More, 

Don Francisco, [d little grudgingly*] And tt 
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thing is that one ends by having some sort of feeling . . . 
an afEection ... for all the savagery and indecency of it. 

Don Antonio. And for this hard dry land beyond , . . 
and ... oh the harder hearts of its people. 

Don Francisco. Yes ... I suppose if we labour at 
the plough long enough the ass-thistles in the furrows get 
to look like roses ... we see no others. 

Don Antonio. Well ... at least we have laboured! 

Don Francisco. We have! When I think how IVe 
travelled these roads ... in the glaring sun . . . 
not a tree on all the length of them . . . summer after 
summer . . . 

Don Antonio. And these hearts of stone . . . knock- 
ing at them day by day. . . . 

Don Francisco. I sold my horse yesterday. Well, 
IVe no use for him now. My wife cried when they took 
him away. 

Don Antonio. And youVe staying on, are you ... to 
watch your successor? That takes some courage. 

Don Francisco. Does it! But where am I to go at 
my age? The boys will be breaking loose — theyVe their 
own way to make. I have a bit of land, you know. My 
wife and I can live very simply . . . and she thinks stop- 
ping on in the house where they were born . . . where they 
were children , . - will be almost like having them with 
her still. Women will indulge themselves in these fancies. 
But there’s nothing else left for me . . , except to be lazy 
while the otSer man does his work . . . my work . . . ! 
and to console myself by thinking — though it mayn’t be 
at all true — that I should be doing it better. Time heals 
all wounds! 

Don Antonio. God heals them, Senor Don Francisco- 

Don Francisco. The same thing! 

Don Antonio. [Passionately.] It is not ... it is 
not the same thing. Do you think if I didn’t know it was 
the will of God that I could be patient while my life . . . 
my whole life . . . was torn up by its roots? 
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Don Francisco. Well, you know . , . what can’t be 
cured must be endured, 

Don Antonio. Yes ... if God gives us strength to 
endure. Beneath the wings of his pity we are still. His 
will be done, we say. 

Don Francisco. Oh yes, we keep still because a wise 
instinct teaches us that keeping still is the proper prescrip- 
tion for dangerously wounded men. 

Don Antonio. And you are content to believe, are you, 
. . . even in such an hour as this . . . that there’s no God 
watching over you . . . that you must stand in this friend- 
less world alone? 

Don Francisco. Fm not alone! What about my wife? 
WeVe been happy together these forty years. What about 
you? And if I lost everything else Fd have my conscience 
still. 

Don Antonio. But doesn’t that whisper to you . . . 
doesn’t it? ... of something beyond and above, something 
more enduring that can give us the answer to this desperate 
riddle of our life? 

Don Francisco. I shall be quite content to have lived 
it honourably. 

Don Antonio. I don’t understand ... no, I do not 
understand how you can so have lost your faith. 

Don Francisco. Bless you, I haven’t ... I never had 
any . • , and never felt the need of it. 

Don Antonio. You’ve never prayed . . . your heart 
has never turned to God . . . you mean^to die and 
not to ask him to go with you upon that unknown jour- 
ney? 

Don Francisco. When 1 was a child I used to pray 
with my mother ... to please her. I still have the rosary 
that she said so many paternosters over . . . and that I 
fell asleep over so many times. When I was first married 
I went to Mass with my wife ... to please her. If I die 
first, FH have them call a priest ... to set her mind at 
rest* If she has gone before me, I shall die quietly enough, 
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without ceremony. What is there to fear? One will 
fall asleep like a child in his mother^s arms. 

Don Antonio. Oh, Senor Don Francisco. 

Don Francisco. No, believe me, dear old friend . . . 
there’s only one thing that matters ... to be an honest 
man. And Fm sometimes afraid that is settled for each 
of us . . . whether or no . . . when we’re born. And 
everything else is illusion . . . hysteria in some people 
. . . gross superstition in others. Your dreams are very 
beautiful, my friend, because . . . well, it is your own na- 
ture makes them so. You have faith in God, you hope 
for Heaven. But tell me now, truthfully . . . suppose 
you were to lose all faith, all hope, could you, for any price 
the world might offer . . . could you do a wicked thing? 

Don Antonio. [Humbly and sweetly^'^ I don’t know 
. . • really I don’t know. We are all weak creatures. 

Don Francisco. Weak . . . and brave 1 

Dona Paquita and Juanillo enter. DoS A Pa- 
QUITA is carrying the image of the virgin, a small bag 
and a case containing a chalice and paten, JuANlLW 
has a basket with food for the journey and other pack-- 
ages. Dona Paqoita shuts and locks the door of the 
housed 

Dona Paquita. [Turning the keyJ] There . . . 
that’s done. 

Don Antonio. Everything? 

Dona Paquita. Every single thing. Fm going to hand 
over the keyi^. [She calls into the Church.^ Benito! Ben- 
ito! [There is no answer,"] Juanillo, take them to the 
Sacristy. — Here. 

Juanillo. He’s off to the Town Hall ... if there’s 
chocolate going. 

[He starts to go out with the keys and the basket,] 

DoS A Paquita* Leave that basket now. If you lose 
that well have no lunch. [Juanillo goes off,] Have 
you anything to put in the bag? 

Don Antonio. My breviary. 
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[He gives her the breviary which is hound in coarse 
black cloth and Dona Paqi’ITa packs if in the bag,] 

Don Francisco. [Taking up the case ziith the chalice 
in it,] What’s this? 

Dona Paquita. His chalice. That’s our only valuable. 

Don Antonio. My godmother gave it me when I said 
my first Mass. Yes ... it had better go in the bag. 

[Dona Paquita packs the case zoith the chalice in 
the bag,] 

Dona Paquita. Til wrap the Virgin in a handkerchief 

. . then she can go in too. 

Don Antonio. No, no . . . I’ll carry her. 

Dona Paquita. Here’s the carriage already. 

Don Antonio. Well now . . . you go on with Jua- 
nillo . . . and I’ll walk. That won’t be so conspicuous. 

DoRa Paquita. We shan’t be noticed anyway if we take 
the short cut [To Don Francisco.] Are you coming? 

Don Francisco. Yes, Sefiora. 

[JUANiLto comes back.] 

JUANIILO. [Licking his lips,] Oh yes . . . he v/as 
there! And I tell you they’re having no end of a time. 
They gave me a meringue through the window. 

[Paquita suddenly breaks down, and bursts into 
tears.] 

DoIJa Paquita. Oh God ... Oh God! 

Don Antonio. [Trying to quiet her.] Come now, Pa- 
quita . . . Come . . , 

Dona Paquita. We’re so old . . . we’rik all so old 
. . . such a little time left us. Surely . . . surely • . . 
you’d think they could have waited . . . just for a little. 

Don Francisco. Young people have no patience, Sefiora. 

Doj^A Paquita. [With passionate grief.] No, nor 
pity. 

Don Antonio. Remember that God knows what 1$ best 
for us, my dear. There now, go along . . . and don’t let 
them see you crying. 

Don Francisco. Yes . . . yes. Come . . . come- 
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[He gives his arm io Dona Paquita, and picks up 
the bag — Dona Paquita takes some of the packages, 
and they goJ] 

Juanillo. [Breaking out uncontrollably.] I can’t 
stand it . , . I won’t stand it! And that brute in there 
stuffing himself with sweets and wine and everything! Shall 
I go wait at the Plaza and throw a stone at him when he 
comes out? Shall I? Shall I? 

Don Antonio. [Horrified,] God preserve us . . • 
certainly not! Do you know what you are saying! [He 
gently draws the lad to him.] Now listen, my child. This 
that has happened is God’s will • . . and no one ... do you 
understand? ... no one is to blame. Never speak like 
that again. And never think of committing such a mortal 
sin. 

Juanillo, [Vaguely comprehending, from the priest's 
agitation, that he has said something atrocious.] No, Father 
... I won’t ... If you say so , . . but I . . , [He 
bursts into tears.] 

Don Antonio. There then . . . run along . . , take 
the basket - . . we’ll say no more about it. 

[Juanillo takes the basket and goes out. Don 
Antonio remains alone for a moment, takes a long look 
about the garden, as if to say good-bye to it, sighs, and 
going slowly to the table, takes the image of the Virgin 
in his arms, and says to it, with love and resignation, but 
simplicity.] 

Don AnI^nio. And now ... we must go too, Holy 
Mother. 

[He lifts the little statue and goes.] 


Curtain, 
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ACT I 

The ironing-room in a public laundry. At the back the 
door and the show-window look out on a street in Madrid. 
At the right is a door which leads into the other rooms. 
There are a table and stove for heating irons, and another 
table with baskets in which linen garments may be placed, 
some ironed, some ready to be ironed. There is also a 
wardrobe, with a looking-glass, of white enamelled wood. 

In the foreground, at the left, is a clothes-horse, and 
near it an armchair in which Senora Anorea is sitting. 
Two laundresses and a girl apprentice are working at the 
ironing table. At Senora Andrea^S right and near the 
clothes-horse is a wooden cradle in which a baby is lying. 
There is a display of ironed linen in the show window. 

At the rising of the curtain there can be heard in the 
street the noise of voices and of people running. The three 
work-women leave their ironing and dash to the door. 

The Vo|ces- [In the street.^ Yes! . . * Oh yes! 
• ♦ • There! . . , Up there! . . * yes . . • no. . . . 

The Workwomen. [Running to the door.1 Let^s 
sec! * . . Oh, let’s see! 

Andrea. Here . . . you . . . Carmen . . . Lola! 

[The girls pay no attention to her. She tries to 
get up and go after them, but is prevented by her 
rheumatism, and sits down again.'] 

Oh, these legs of mine! [To the child in the cradle, who 
is supposed to be crying.^ Will you be quiet . . . you little 
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demon! [Anxioutly, to the laundresses J\ Is it coming? 
Is it coming? 

Carmen. Yes, Senora ... yes! ... yes! , 

Lola. No, Senora ... no! ... no! .. . 

Andrea. Well, which do you mean? 

The Apprentice. It must have been a comet or some- 
thing, 

Andrea. Get back to your work then . . . wasting time 
like this! You’ll see what your mistress %vill have to say to 
you presently. [Then to the child again.'] Oh, be quiet, 
you limb of Satan ! 

A Newsboy IN THE Street. Extra! Herald! Extra! 

Andrea. Here . . . you . . . Carmen, Lola, get a pa- 
per! 

[Carmen goes out and comes bark with the paper.] 

Carmen. Here it is! 

[They all crowd round Andrea.J 

Andrea. Read it . . . read it! 

Carmen. [Reading.] “Aviation Race . . . Nice, 
Matscilles, Barcelona, Madrid. . . .” 

Andrea. Go on ... go on! 

Carmen. [Reading.] “Cuenca, 4 p. m. The Bleriot 
monoplane piloted by the Spanish aviator, Josd Maria Lopez, 
is now passing over the town . . . flying rapidly.” 

Andrea. [/« rapture.] Oh, ... my darling boy! 

Carmen. [Reading.] “He should reach Madrid in 
about twenty minutes.” 

Andrea. Oh ... my precious one! The first! V/tll 
he come in first? 

Lola. It looks like it now . . . yes, Sefiora. 

Andrea. Oh ... my Jose Maria! 

The Apprentice. If he docs get in first . . . he’ll 
have a good handful of dollars. 

Lola. The first prize ... a hundred thousand pesetas. 

Carmen. And five hundred from the Mayor! 

Lola. And a cup from the King! 
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Carmen. And another from the Aero Club! 

The Apprentice. And then won't yon gi\e 3ourselt 
airs, Scpoia Andrea? 

Andrea. [To the child.'] Will you lie quiet ... or 
won't you? [To The Apprentice.] Here, you . . . 
take the little wretch and walk him up and down. See if 
that'll quiet him. 

The Apprentice. [Taking the baby and walking to 
and fro.] There, darling . . . hush, my pretty one . . . 
my little poppet. Father’s going to be ever such a famous 
man . . . ever . . , such . . . a . . . famous . . . man. [But 
apparently the child is not comforted.] 

Lola. He’s hungry. 

Andrea. Well, then, where's his mother? 

Carmen. A lot of use she’d be to him, with the sus- 
pense she's been in! 

The Apprentice. [Who wants an excuse to get out.] 
Shan't I take him out in the street? That might quiet him. 

Andrea. Oh, take him to the devil if you like! And 
the rest of you, get on with your work. The irons will be 
in a fine state, won't they? 

Carmen. Oh, but today's not like any other day, is it, 
Sehora Andrea? 

The Apprentice. [Who was on the point of going 
out, but stopped seeing the approach of Ramon.] Here's 
Senor Ramon. 

[Ramon comes in from the street.] 

Andrea, yV'hat’s happened? What are you back for? 
There's nothing wrong? 

Carmen. Has he got in yet? 

Ramon, [Very solemnly.] Not yet. He is about to. 
No, Senora Andrea, nothing has happened. I have come 
to fetch a fan and a bottle of smelling salts for my poor 
daughter . . , who is in a state of nerves. . . . 

Carmen. Well ... I don’t wonder! 

Lola. I’ll get it! 
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Andrea, [In a sarcastic tone.] Oh, of course . . . 
hurry • . . hurry! Suppose the poor delicate creature goes 
off in a faint! 

Ramon. Well, if she can’t go off in one today, I should 
like to know when she can! 

The Apprentice. [With convirtion.] So should I! 

Carmen. What with the suspense . . . ! 

Ramon, Why shouldn’t she be faint seeing it’s the first 
time in his life her husband ever did anything for anybody. 
It’s enough to make her . . . faint with surprise. 

Andrea. [Eery irritated.] Is that an insult? 

Ramon. I don’t know, Sehora . . . but it’s the truth. 

[Carmen returns to the ironing-table, and The 
Apprentice, with the baby in her arms, goes out by 
the street door.] 

Andrea. May I ask what you expect of my son? 

Ramon, I don’t expect anything? but three pesetas a 
day to keep house on might not be too much perhaps for my 
daughter to look for? 

Andrea. Your daughter , . . poor unlucky woman! 
Picked out by the handsomest man in Madrid! 

Ramon. And the greatest scamp ever born in Spain ! 

Andrea. Oh ♦ • . then you come from foreign parts? 

Ramon. Senora Andrea. . . . 

Andrea. I didn’t know! 

Ram6n* Is a woman like my daughter to marry and 
then work her fingers to the bone to support her husband? 

Andrea. Well, since before she was married she had 
the pleasure of supporting her father, it mayn’t seem so very 
odd to her after all 

Ram6n. She supported mef 

ANtmiA* And hasn’t had a chance to break herself of 
Ihe habit! 

SeSora Andraa. . . . 

AndRia. [Looking kirn up and down*} Why bless me 
# . p I so ... if you haven’t bou^^t yourself a 

new eap! 
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Ramon. [Surveying her from top to toe alsoJ\ And I 
notice that youVe got a pair of new shoes . • . though 
what use they are to you . . . sitting here all day 
long . . . ! 

Andrea. One takes a fancy to a thing sometimes. . . . 

Ramon. [Regarding the shoes."] They must have cost 
seventeen pesetas. 

Andrea. Twenty. 

Ramon. Fancy . . . yes, fancy’s the word! [Mali- 
ciously.] A present from your son? 

Andrea. No, Senora; nor from your daughter. 

Ramon. Then I suppose you’re in debt to the shoe- 
maker. 

Andrea. I’m in debt to nobody. I paid for them out 
of my own pocket 

Ramon. [Incredulously.] Four dollars, all at once? 

Andrea. Six; I won a prize in the lottery last week. 

Ramon. Then I think you might have given your 
friends a treat. . . . 

Andrea. And who did you treat with the nine pese- 
tas you won at cards the other day, I should like to 
know? 

Lola. [Coming in.] The smelling salts! 

Ramon. [Taking the bottle.] All right. 

[He is just about to leave as Mariana^ accompanied 
by three or four tt/omen neighbours, comes in by the 
street door.] 

1 ST Neig^lbour. He’s got here! He’s arrived! 

[They all rush to meet Mariana.] 

Andrea. Mariana! 

Ram6k. My child! 

The Laundresses. Seiiora! 

[The Apprentice enters behind Mariana, with 
the baby in her arms. 

Andrea. But you’re alone! 

Mariana. Yes * . , yes. . . . 

Ramon, Why . . . how is that? 
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[Mati and Pjepito, tzuo of Mariana's child) en, 
aged seven and nine^ have come in with her. They 
both seize hold of their mother,} 

Mati. Mama! 

PjBPiTO. Mama I 

[Mariana caresses the two children,} 

Tar Apprlnticl. {^Giving her the baby,} Here*s 
another one! He*s been howling for jou. 

Mariana. Darling! Preaoub! Angel! 

[5/ie u in such a state of emotion and excitement that 
she can hardly speak,} 

Carmen, [Bringing a chatr,} Sit doun, Senora, 

[They all surround her,} 

Ramon. Here are the bmeUing halts. 

Mariana. A little late, aren’t ihc\ ? 

1ST Nlighbour. Tale a sniff anyway, it never does you 
any harm. 

Lola. Yes . , . and you all upset! 

The Apprentice, [Taking away the baby from her,} 
And you’re in no state to bother with him, I’m sure! 

Andrea. Oh, tell us all about it . . . tell us what hap- 
pened. 

Mariana, Nothing ... it * it just came [To her 
father.} after you vrent awmy. 

Ramon. My luck . . . when Td tvaited for him seven 
hours! 

Andrea. Well, go on ... go on. What else? 

Mariana. Nothing else. It came. It fl^w up like a 
great bird, fast and high, and you could scarcely sec it, and 
then it dropped down, down ... all the way domn, and 
then it stopped . . . and there he was ... so jolly as ever ! 

IRamon. Oh, he’s always jolly! 

Andrea. {In ecstasy.} There’s nobody to touch my 
son! 

Ram6n. Indeed! 

Anemia. Well, but where is he now ? 

Mariana. He’s in the grand stand with the King and 
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the Queen and the government and the people from the 
Aero Club, and a whole crowd of ladies and gentlemen. 
They’re all drinking champagne and eating cakes. 

The Apprentice. Did he speak to you? 

Mariana. Of course ! 

Lola. What did he say? 

Mariana. Oh, nothing! 

Ramon. And you came away and left him? 

Mariana. Looks like it! 

Andrea. But isn’t he coming? 

Mariana. Of course ... as soon as they’ll let him. 

1ST Neighbour. Well, my dear . . . you must be a 
happy woman! 

Mariana. Yes ... I am. 

2ND Neighbour. With all the money he’ll make . . . 
you’ll have nothing to worry about now! 

1ST Neighbour. Why, you’ll be giving up the laundry. 

Mariana. Yes ... I suppose I shall. 

1ST Neighbour. They’ll give him a decoration. 

Ramon. Of course they will. 

Carmen. And a banquet! 

Lola. And his picture will be in all the papers! 

The Apprentice. Do you know . . . our district 
councillor said that, as he’s the first Madrid man to win 
an aeroplane race, they’re sure to name a street after him, 
as soon as he’s been dead ten years. 

Carmen. I wouldn’t trust ’em to keep it in mind that 
long. 

The Apprentice. Oh, but they can’t do it till he’s dead 
. . . because they say they’ve been taken in so often. 

Ramon. Well, that’s true. Just as sure as you name 
a street after a man, he goes and disgraces himself after- 
wards . . . and of course that may happen to anyone . - . 
then they get the blame. 

I ST Neighbour. That’s true! 

Ramon. Wait till a man turns up his toes, I say, before 
call him a hero. 
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Anprea. Will you please stop talking about turning up 
toes? 

1ST Neighbour. [Taking her leave,} Well, congratu- 
lations, Seilora Andrea. 

Anprfa. Thank >ou very much, Tm sure. 

aND Neighbour. Mine too, Mariana. 

Neighbours. [Taking their leave,} Good-bye , . . 
good-b>e . • . good-b5e, . . . Good luck to you . . . best 
wishes . - . 

M ARUM A. [Gaing with them to the door,} Thanks 
. . . thanks. 

[The neighbours go out, M^RIANA^ who is still 
very nervous^ btgim to talk to the laundreues and to 
her ebildten — who follow her about like dogs — all in 
ike same breath,} 

Mariana. Get on with your work now . . . all of you! 
The irons must be in a fine state. And you [To the chil* 
dren,] go and put on your pmafores; you mubtn*t mess 
up the only decent clothes youVe got. 

[The children go out by the door on ike right, and 
return shortly with their pinafores on* Mariana^ in 
the meantime has taken off her crape handkerchief and 
put it away in the wardrobe with the mirror, after* 
wards putting the key in her pocket. Then she turns 
to the Apprentice.] 

Mariana. Give me the baby [She takes the child from 
Aer.] and get the linen ready for 57 Carmen Street It*s 
got to go back this afternoon without fail. 

[The Apprentice places some freshly ironed skirts, 
collars, and cuffs in a basket and covers them with a 
cloth,} 

Mariana. Hurry up now . . . it’s getting late . . . 
and of course you’ve not done a thing because I’ve been 
away I 

Ram6n* My child, you arc a regular demon for work! 

Ausmma^ Yes indeed . * . whoever else would go on 
slaving like this? 
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Mariana. Well, someone has to. How else 
think the world goes on? 

Ramon. But why worry now? You're going to be 
rich! 

Mariana. Oh, going to be no doubt. But till I am 
someone’s got to pay for the dinner . . . haven’t they? 
{Seeing that the Apprentice is about to go out with the 
basketJ] Here, let’s have a look. {Examining the iron- 
ingJ] Who ironed those collars? It’ll be a miracle if 
they’re not sent back. Get along now . . . and hurry 
back, 

Andrea. [To the Apprentice.] Child! 

The Apprentice. What is it? 

Andrea. As you are going out, bring me back a lamb 
pasty. What with all this commotion ... I’m famishing! 

The Apprentice. The cheap sort, or the best? 

Andrea. Oh no, bring the best, the others are nothing 
but pastry. Give her the money, Mariana, please, then 
I shan't have to change a dollar, and that’s all I have. 

{She says this after searching her pockets, but with 
the evident intention of not producing anything^ 

Mariana. {Resignedly giving the money to the Ap- 
prentice.] Here you are. 

Ramon. Here, child. 

The Apprentice. {Returning from the door.] What 
is it? 

Ramon. As you’re going that way, bring me a packet 
of cigarettes • . . and see they’re the best . . . and that 
they’re not damp now. Ah, and a box of wax matches. 
"Weil . . . what are you waiting for? 

The Apprentice. The money. They don’t give credit. 

Ramon. Here you are! . . . {He searches in his waist- 
coat, but doesn*t take out anything.} I must have left it in 
my other waistcoat! Ask your mistress . . . she’s going to 
be rich now. 

The Apprentice. Senora? 

Mariana. {Giving her the money.} Oh, take it, and 
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be ojff with you. [S/ii? walks from one suie to the other with 
the baby in her arms.] Now, where did I put the order 
book? 

Andrea. Oh, do sit down and rest a minute, woman, 
if you can. It makes me dizzy to see jotu 

Ramon. [Taking eeway the ordir book tvhich she is 
turning over.] Let it alone now. Aren^t >ou ash imed of 
yourself? Havener you ever been taui^ht that a hundred 
thousand pesetas are twenty thousand duilais and don’t you 
know that from today on all this laundry and ironing won’t 
matter any more than a diop of water in a pond? 

[A man is seen standing at the street door. He is 
a newspaper reporter.] 

Reporter. May I , , . ? 

Mariana* Come in. What can I do for you? 

Reporter. Does Jose Maria Lopez, the aviator, live 
here? 

Mariana. Yes, Senor, he lives here; but he^'s not at 
home. 

Reporter. [Pompously.] Thank you, ... I know 
that I have only just left him. Could I speak to his 
wife for a moment? 

[Through all this the laundresses are coming in 
and going out, busy with their work.] 

Mariana. [jFiVs/ amazed and then horrified.] With 
me? What’s the matter? Great Heavens I Has anything 
happened to him? • . * Has he been hurt? . . . Oh, Jose 
Maria I [Begim to cry.] What? . . . What? . . . 

Andrea. [d(/jo weeping.] Oh, my boy ... my pre* 
dous boy! . . . 

Mariana. And I saw him not live minutes ago . • . 
safe and sound! 

Andrea. Oh! Holy Mother of Sorrows! 

[At this point the laundresses, from the ironing 
table, also begin to shrieh] 

Reporter. [Alarmed and trying to qukt them.] 
Ladia ... for God’s sake ... do be calm. Nothing 
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has happened * . . I swear to you that nothing has happened. 

Mariana. Honestly . . . nothing? 

Andrea. Nothing? 

Reporter. Absolutely nothing. 

Mariana. Well . . . you might have said so sooner! 

Andrea. You gave us a very bad turn, young man! 

Reporter. [Confused,J But, my dear ladies . . . 
how was I to suppose that you’d take it into your heads 
that . . . Fm very sorry. 

Ramon, Women always expect the worst! Take a 
seat, please. 

Mariana. Sit down, Sehor, do! And please excuse 
us, because with all that’s going on today we’re in such a 
state that we don’t seem to know what will happen next. 

Reporter. Thank you. I haven’t time. 

Mariana. Well . . . tell us what we can do for you. 

Reporter. You must forgive my coming like this when 
I haven’t the pleasure of knowing you. . . . 

Mariana. Oh ... the pleasure is mine. 

Ramon, The pleasure is ouis. 

Reporter. But I am from the Evening Herald, • • . 

Ramon. [With admiration Ji A reporter! 

Reporter. A reporter. 

Ramon. Sit down. Sit down, Sir. 

Reporter. [Sitting down to escape more invitations^ 
Thanks! Well, you know ... we want ... in tonight’s 
edition, before anyone else gets ahead of us ... to have 
a full account of the great event . . . and it seemed to 
me no one could give me better help in making a good 
story of it than the wife of our famous man himself. 

Mariana. Do you mean me? 

Reporter. I do, Senora. So, if you don’t mind , . . 
[He has his note-hook 

Ramon. Oh, why should we mind? 

Reporter. Tell me now . . . what emotions have 
been aroused in you by your husband’s brilliant triumph? 

Mariana. Oh . . . what am I to say? 
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Andrea. Say what comes into your head. 

Mariana. Well, that s just it . , . nothing does. 

Ramon. Suppose I ask her. She looks as if she could 
eat you . . . but she’s really only shy. What the gentle- 
man wants to know is if you’re pleased that he won the first 
prize? 

Mariana. Well ... of course! 

Reporter. You didn’t e\pect it, did you? 

Mariana. No, Sefior. 

Reporter, But why didn’t you? 

Mariana. Well . . . because I didn’t. 

Ramon, I will tell you ; she didn’t expect it because, up 
to today, she’s only been used to having him make a mess of 
everything. There . . . that’s why. And when he left 
home two months ago, without telling her, she was very 
angry, and though Senor Julian (who keeps the wineshop at 
the corner) told hei that he had gone off to France to learn 
flying ... no, she wouldn’t believe it! And when he wrote 
to her from France, asking her to forgive him, and telling 
her (just as it has happened) that he’d fly back, still she 
wouldn’t believe it. No . * . she’d got it in her head (fox 
she’s as stubborn as a mule) that that Jose Maria Lopez 
wasn’t her Jose Marfa Lopez. And now she’s actually seen 
him flying back through the air, and seen that it really is he 
. « * well ... she has almost died from the fright! And 
that’s how men get a bad name. 

Mariana. [0#en*rf.] I’d never give anyone a bad 
name . . . least of all him. # 

Andrea. Well, Vm sure you’ve no reason to now! 

Mariana. And even if 1 had, it would be nobody’s busi* 
nm but mine. 

Reporter. One can see that you’re a wonderful wife to 
him* 

Maruna. And that’s his business «... I i^ould hope. 

Ram6n. Bon’t pay any attention « . . dhe’s upset. 

Repchitir. I believe timt our famom man is a son of 
Madrid . « * 
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Andrea. Yes, Senor, of Madrid; and of his father and 
me. 

Reporter. Ah! You are his mother? 

Andrea. And very proud to be. 

Reporter* Now how old is he? 

Andrea. Thirty-three . . . that’s to say, he won’t be 
until Our Lady’s day in August. That’s why he’s called Jose 
Maria . . . because we didn’t expect him until the first 
of September. Ah, one might almost say that the Blessed 
Virgin took a fancy to his being born on her own special 
day! 

Reporter. [To Mariana.] Have you been married 
long? 

Mariana. Ten years. 

[The children come in and go up to Mariana.] 

Andrea. [Interrupting^^ They were married on Our 
Lady’s day in March . . . 

Reporter. And was that a fancy of the Blessed Virgin’s 
too? 

Ramon. No, Senor, it was mine. Because this girl’s 
mother (now in glory) was called Candelas, and . . . not 
to flatter her . . . she was a perfect woman. 

Reporter. And I see that you have progeny? 

Mariana. Have . . . what? 

Ramon. He means your family, child! 

Mariana. Oh! Yes, Senor, yes . . . two boys and a 
girl. 

Ramon. Aijd more to come. 

Mariana. Now . . . what do you know about it? 

Ramon. Well . . . don’t fly out at me. 

Mariana. Well, I should have thought this mattered 
about as much to your newspaper as the price of my stockings. 

Reporter. Senora, everything in the life of a famous 
man is of interest. 

Mariana. Oh well, of course ... if that’s so, . . . 

Reporter. Senora, did your son take an interest in me- 
chanics from his childhood? 
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Andrea. Well . , . while his tather uas alive he went 
to school but he learnt nothing, bcaiusi* he IkuI far too much 
imagination, the teacher said. 

Reporter. And after • . . ? 

Andrea. You can guess . . . v\ith his father gone, there 
wasn’t much money for schooling . . . though Fd my pro- 
fession . . . and if I sav it as bhouldn’t, I was a hairdres‘*ei 
. * . so we got along somehow. And indeed he wanted for 
nothing and never should have while I could do a day s 
work. 

Ramon. No, nor afterwards either, because, when this 
lady here was done in by her legs giving out (begging hei 
pardon) he married my daughter who keeps this laundry, 
and, not to flatter her, there’s no better ironing done in 
Madrid than there is here. Did ><111 notice the shirt that 
the Minister of Education was wearing this afternoon? On 
that very table it got its polish ! 

{A noise is heard in the street* A motor horn sound- 
ing, and tries of ^Wivat Fha^'*] 

Mariana. IRnskinff to the door,\ Oh, he’s here, I do 
believe! 

Andrea. [Trying to get up*] My boy! My precious 
boy! 

Maria comes in, accompanied hg various men 
neighhoufs* Those on the stage mingle with them; the 
Reporter remains on the left taking notes* After a 
little he goes wag*] 

}o$i MarIa. lEmbracing his mother*] , Fm all right, 
Mother! [jTo his mfe*} Mariana! What did you run 
away for? Why didn’t you wait for me? 

Mariana. {Timidlg*} Whatever should I be doing 
among all those celebrities * • » and ladies . . . and gentle** 
max? 

Joafi Maria. [With condescending a^eciion*] Get 
along with you! You’re the queen of the world for me 
• • * don’t you know that? 

Mariana# [With ^morioa.] Oh, Josi Maria! . . . 
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Jose Maria. Give us a kiss, woman! Don’t be shy 
about it. We were married in Church, they all know that, 
[Kissing her.} Look at her . • . blushes like a girl • . * 
after ten years of it . . . and three babies . . . ! 

Mariana. [All blushes and tenderness.} Silly! 

Jose Maria. [Laughing.} Well, here’s a husband 
dropped from the moon for you. I tell you it’s cold up 
there ! 

Ramon. [Explaining*} As one rises the temperature 
falls. ^ 

Jose Maria. Well . . . youngsters! Are you scared 
at me . . . because I look so fine? [Picking up the baby 
and kissing it,} Look at the little chap ! Why, he’s got the 
aviator’s face on him already. [His mother, his wife, and 
the neighbours laugh at his jokes. To the workwomen.} 
Hello, girls, you’re all just as ugly as ever, I seel [To 
Mariana.] But what’s happened, woman? Isn’t there 
going to be a glass of something ... to drink the healths 
of our friends here? Have you gone bankrupt since I went 
away? Gentlemen! You see what happens! ... a man 
shouldn’t take to flying . . . that’s evident! 

Mariana. [To Carmen.] Run and buy some bottles 
of beer . . . 

Jose Maria. Beer! Women are stingy creatures! You 
get some rum from La Negrita and some anisette . . . and 
two packets of the best cigars they’ve got. 

Ramon. Ah, I rather think I’ll go for the cigars; 
women know nothing about them. 

Jose Maiua. [To Mariana.} Here . . . don’t look 
so scared, my girl . . . it’s all right. I’ve got the money 
to pay for it. You’re not walking in your sleep, are 
you? 

Ramon. Why, Mariana . . . you’re regularly dazed. 

Jose Maria. Oh well, oh well . . . it’s not to be 
wondered at. This sort of thing doesn’t happen every 
day . . . [Going up to her.} Come now . . . would you 
like me to give you a present? What’s it to be? The 
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best Chinese shawl in Madrid? Oi a ruckhtc of those 
imitation diamonds? Or will in i 40-00 Hispano- 

Suiza, and have supper at the Puerta de 
Mariana. No, 1 just want you to love me. 

Jose Maria. Oh I ba\, I say . . . that’s something 
new! Now however d’you suppose Vm to manage to do 
that! 

[Carmen enitrs with the hotties mid puis them 
down on the tahie^l 
Carmen. Here’s the rum. 

Jose Maria. Pour it out. 

[Ramon armn utih the aparu} 

Ramon. And the ugars. [Thin ^uutiy to Joss 
Maria.] They’re the best. But this isn’t a time foi 
doing things by halves. [Ur hi^im to pon round the 
cigars.] 

Jose Maria. Quite right . . . quite right! Now, 
Gentlemen. [He takes one of the filled glasses m hit hand,] 
Your health! 

Several Voices. [TAe others driniin;^,} And yours! 
SeRor Julian. Madrid’s greatest aviator! 

All. Viva! 

JosS MarIa. Thank you « . . thank you . . . thank 
you all! 

Several Voices. A speech! A speech! 

Josi MarIa. Oh, 1 can’t make speeches . . . 

Ram6h. (Fery solemnly*] My boy, you must say a 
few words. 

JOsS MarIa. Well ... if you like • . . Ahem! 
Several Voices. Hear, hear . . . silence . . . quiet 

4nJtm% f 

UwUmyhA ir 

Sosi MaaIa. iadiies mi geotlenten . . . 

A VcHCA. [<!« if he had keen itufired.'] Hear, hi»r! 
Vffirreoodt 

MaxIa* I am very gnteful to you ... lor this 
... of cnthwinia 

Votciau Hear, heart Hear, heart 
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Jose Maria. Appropriate indeed to the occasion . • • 
though it sounds wrong for me to be the one to say it • * * 

Voices. No! No! 

Jose Maria. Well, then . . . thank you again! But, 
Ladies and Gentlemen . . . and because this business of 
conquering the air is the last word of modern science . . . 

Ramon. That’s true . . . that’s very true. 

Jose Maria. And I don’t care who says it isn’t! 

Ramon. Right! Hear, hear! 

Jose Maria. For whoever says it isn’t . . . well, never 
mind him. But I am glad to have given one proud 
day to my native place . . . and that’s Madrid. And, 
what’s more, to the Calle de le Madera, which had the 
honour of having me born in it. . . . 

Voices. Bravo ! 

Jose Maria. Me . . . my children . . . and the 
mother of my children! {Explosion of bravo** and ap- 
plause*’\ Therefore . . . ladies and gentlemen, long live 
the Calle de la Madera, and long live Madrid and may it 
never be beaten at flying. And whoever don’t like that 
can lump it! 

Voices. Very good! Very good! 

Senor Julian, Very good indeed! 

Andrea- That boy’s an orator! 

Ramon. That’s what science and democracy can do for 
a man! 

Jose Maria. Have another glass? 

Senor Julian. Thank you, I will. {To the others*^ 
We’d better %e getting off . . - they’d like to be left by 
themselves a bit, {Going tip to shake hands with Josfi 
Maria.] Well . . . once more. . , . 

Jose Maria. Thank you . . . thank you! 

Someone. Congratulations. 

Another, Good-bye. 

Another. Till next time. . . . 

Josf Maria. {ImporiantlyJ\ Tomorrow, you know, I 
go up from the Aerodrome. 



i88 fflfE TO A FJMOLS MAN [ACT ij 

Senor JuLrAK. Oh, 1 shan’t fail to be there* 

[All the company ow/.] 

Andrea. Come and let’s ha\e a look at >ou, my dear! 
How handsome >ou are in that unif<nm! 

Jose I^Iaria. IPeacoclin^ up and doitn*} Well . . . 
it’s not one of the most becoming. 

Mariana* But }ou must be just tired out. Don’t you 
want a change ... or a brush ? 

Ramon. Oho, there wasn’t much mud an the r<md he 
came by, my child! [And he ai kn oun jole,} 

Jose Maria. Mo . . * good ... no indeed, there 
wasn’t much mud on that road! But I must change all 
the same, because they’ll be here for me in a minute. 

Mariana. Here for you . . . Who? 

Jose Maria* Some gentlemen that are giving me a din- 
ner. 

Mariana. iDmomalaiely* ] Tonight ? 

Josfi Maria. Yes, tonight 

Mariana. You’re not going to have supper at home? 

Jose Maria. But it’s a dinner in my honour . . . it’s 
been up by the Aero Club. 

Ramon* That’s what popularity means, my diild. 

Mariana. ()h, very well then . . . you’d 

better hurry and get dressed. 

[5o JosI Maria goes off to do so* The srene which 
follows mmi be very lively* Mariana keeps on 
ing garments from the wardrobe, and giving them to 
her father and the children, who go rabidly im and 
or;?, a laundress cleans the shoes* Andrea puis the 
studs and limk in the skirt, aided by the other laun^ 
dresses*} 

Mariana. Here you [To the little Aoy.l get some 
warm water! . . . Now, where did I put the key of 
the cupboard? {She finds if in one of her pockets, opens it 
and takes out a cake of soap*} Here’s the scented soap. 
[ To Utile girt*} Tlterc, you can take it to him. t Turn- 
ing round*} And where’s bis shirt . . * with the em- 
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broidery? [Discarding one for another No, not this 
one . . • this with the pleats • . . it’s more the fashion 
now to have pleats. [Taking out a towel.] Here . . . 
take him this towel. [She gives it to the little hoy who is 
back from fetching the water.] And he’ll find the Eau de 
Cologne is on the dressing-table. 

Andrea. Give me the shirt. I can be putting in the 
studs. 

Mariana. Here. [Then she goes hack to the cuP’- 
board.] His black suit. . . . [She takes it out. Then she 
sneezes.] Achiss! 

Andrea. Have you taken cold? 

Mariana. It’s the pepper ... for the . . . m - • • 
m . . . moths . . . [Giving the suit to her father.] You 
take it to him. [He sneezes too.] 

Ramon. Achiss! [He goes out with the suit and itn- 
mediately returns.] 

Mariana. And his patent leather shoes. [To one of 
the laundresses.] Take a cloth and clean off the dust. 

Pepito. [Coming in.] He wants his shirt! 

Andrea. All ready! Take it, child. 

Mariana. [At the wardrobe with the cravats in her 
hands.] Now which tie will be best . . . the blue or the 
red? 

Ramon. White is what’s fashionable in the evening. 

Mariana. With evening-clothes. 

Ramon. Yes . . . that’s so. Well, give him the red 
one . . . i^’s more democratic. 

[Pepito comes back having delivered the shirt, and 
Nati goes off with the red tie.] 

Mariana. But suppose they’re all Dukes and Mar^wises 
that arc giving him the dinner. 

Ramon. So much the better! A chance to show his 
colours. 

Mariana. Now, let’s see! ... A handkerchief. 

takes one out* Jose Maria comes in. He 
has changed but is still in his shirt'-sleeves.] 
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Josi Mar{a. I say . . . button this for tne. You starch 
tilings as stiff as a board here. 

Ramon. You must look a credit to the laundry now! 

Makiana. I can manage it with a hanpm. 1 hat’s it! 
Now . . . how’ll you have >our tie ... a haw , or a knot? 

[Jos£ Maria sits doan to put on hh hathtr 

shoes, and while he does so his wife inspah the uay 
his hair is brushed*^ 

Jose Maria. Whichever }ou like. 

Mariana. Your parting’s crooked. [To one of the 
chtldren^l Bring me his coat. [She helps him on with 
it.] 

Jose Maria. Yes ... I never can see a thing in there. 

Mariana. Now, a brush. 

Ramon. Where’s his hat? 

Mariana. [To The Apprentice.] Brush that care- 
fully now I [To JoSB Maria.] And your handkerchief 
. . . a bit stuck out. So! And keep this in your pocket 
in case you want one to use. 

Ramon. Fold it tight, and then it won’t show. 

Mariana. No, no . • • it’s fashionable to have it 
rumpled. [Sniffing at iV.] It hasn’t got much scent on it ! 

Andrea. [To Loi-a.] Here . . . you . • . go fetch 

the Eau de Cologne. 

Mariana. No, wait now! I’ve got a bottle of scent 
that’s never been opened. I won it in a raffle. Well have 
that. [She gets it from the wardrobe*] 

The Apprentice. Here’s the hat. 

[JdSE MarIa puts on his hat*] 

Carmen. Put a little scent on your moustache as 

well ... so that you can smell it while you’re in the 

motor car. 

Andrea. Some on your hair, too. 

MaioANa. There now! Look at yourself in the glass. 
Tutfi round. 

, JOSlI MaeIa [Watis pronitg about*] Well . * . 
what do you to it ... eh? 
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Mariana. [With emotionJ] Isn’t he handsome ! 

Andrea. The very image of his father. Oh, but you're 
a lucky girl, my dear! 

Jose Maria. [To the laundresses, who are looking at 
him,} Yes . . . look as hard as you like . . . there aren’t 
many to touch me! 

Lola. Oh indeed . . . you should see my young man! 

Ramon. You should have seen me when I was your 
age! 

Jose Maria. I don't believe you! Well, good-bye, all! 

Andrea. Good-bye, my boy. Have a fine time! 

Carmen. Mind you enjoy yourself! 

Mariana. Don’t forget me, Jose Maria! 

Jose Maria. Look here, you know . . . just because 
Fm going out, you mustn't miss your treat. Give your- 
selves a supper, with something tasty to it. Have a steak 
in from the cafe . . . and some prawns . , . and one of 
those custard puddings . . . have anything they've got. 
And ask the girls to stop, if you like. They deserve it. 

Andrea. What a good heart he has! 

sound of a band is heard outside*} 

Mariana. Oh ... the band! They've come to play 
to you. And just as you're going! 

Jose Maria. Never mind! Have 'em in. Come in, 
Senor Julian. What’s all this about? 

[Senor Julian comes in, followed by the hand and 
a number of neighbours . . . men and women. The 
laundresses move about placing the tables and chairs 
against fke wall, except one on the left,} 

SifioR Julian. Oh nothing . . . nothing much. But 
we've come, neighbours and friends, you know, to con- 
gratulate you. And we've brought the band to make it 
livelier, and so that the young people can dance. But they 
tell me that you're off . . . that you've been asked to the 
Palace. . . . 

Josi MarIa* [Without attempting to undeceive them 
about the Palace*} What does that matter? Come in, 
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all of you. Yes, IVe got to go, but the family's all here. 
Go on and enjoy yoursel\es. Manana wiU look after you, 
wiOii*t you, my dearf 

[The horn of a motor car sountls in the street.] 
Anorjea. There’s a motor car! 

Carmen. It’s stopping at the door. 

Jose Maria. Ah . . . that’s tor me. [To his f^aher- 
in4aw.] Go out and sa> I’ll be there directly. Well . . . 
good-bye, all. 

Andrea. Good-bye, my boy! 

Jose Maria. Good-night. Dance all you want to . . . 
Have a good time. 

All. Viva! Viva! Viva! 

[He goes out . . . they all see him off from the 
door.] 

Mariana. He’s gone! 

[She sits down in a cormr with the baby in her arms, 
and the other two children m front of her . ) 

SeSor Julian. Come along now. Start up the band! 
Ramon. Come along, child. Take a turn with me. 
Mariana. No, thank you. I don’t feel like it. 
Ramon. Why, what’s the matter, with you? Aren’t 
you proud of your husband being the hero of the day? 

Mariana. Yes, of course, but . . . well, you see . . . 
it’s iust because he is . . . that Fve got to do without 
him. 

Ramon. Get along with you, woman . . . and don’t 
be a ^osc. That’s what it means to be married to a famous 
manl ' 

[The band begins a two-step, and everyone begins to 
dance. They dance it Hie a scbottische. But Makiaka 
rather sadly caresses her ehildrrn.'l 


Cu&TAm. 
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Scene I. 

A very moden dining-yoom in Jose Marians house. At 
the back there n a dooj communicating with the ironing- 
room which was the scene of the First Act. 

Right and left there are doors to inner rooms. JoSE 
Maria is seated at the table before a dish of codfish stew. 
Mariana and hu mother are waking on him. 

During the scene Ramon comes and goes from the iron- 
ing-room, smoking a cigar, in high good humour. 

Mariana. [With soUcitude.li But you’re not eating. 
Don’t you feel hungry? 

Andrea. Aren’t you well? 

Jose Maria. [Loftily.'] The fact is, you know, that 
this sort of food makes me sick! [With disdain.] Cod- 
jfish stew! 

Mariana. But it used to be your favourite dish! 

Jose Maria. loftily.] Used to be isn’t is, is it? 

Mariana. But . . . good heavens . • . ! 

Andrea. Have some salad then. Lettuce and 
olives. . . . 

Jose MabSa. [Getting up.] No . . . thanks. 

Mariana. [Irritated.] That doesn’t do either, doesn’t 
it! You haven’t made much of a meal, have you? Well 
. . . you know best. And the less you weigh, I suppose 
the better you can fly. 

Jose Maria. This is a nice way of looking after a man, 
isn’t it? 

Mariana. Well, it’s the same Fve alwiays had, and 
you’ve never complained till now. 

m 
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Andrea, But, my darhng Ix)>, why aren't >ou eating 
anything? 

Mariana. Because codfish stew isn’t good enc^ugh for 
him . . , that’s why! [To 8i nora Amiri x.] Well, 
}0U can dear away then. [To Josi Next 

time >ou’d better write out a menu on a pieie of paper 
beforehand, then %ve tan send it from a rcbtau- 
rant. 

[SeSora Andrla hohhhs out and tmr%ing 

$omt dhhis.l 

Jo&t Maria. Are >ou trying to start a row^ oi what 
is the matter with jou^ 

Mariana. Nothing’s the matter with me 

JoSL Maria. Well, try and be *i little better tempered. 

[He goes out,] 

Maruna.. Thank joii . , . tlie sime to >ou. 

Ramon. Woman, woman ♦ , • do reniemhcr who 
you’re talking to! 

Mariana. [IllAmmotired,] Vm talking to my hus- 
band, I believe. 

Ram6n. But now he’s such a famous man. . . • 

Mariana. Oh, no doubt he is to cver>one else , . * 
but as far as Vm concerned, he’s my husband . . . and that’s 
al! about it 

Ramon. All right ... all right! Don’t get excited! 
I can’t help it, can I? 

[He turns to go out! 

Mariana. [Angrilg,] That’s right ... off wfith you 
. . . run away from anything unpleasant \De$perntthf 
hdf to herself.} Holy Mother . . . it’s a lonely world! 

RAMdN. [Reifttriwny^.] Now, now . . . what’s the 
matter? 

Mariana. to the plate left on the table.} 

the matter? Oh, nothing! That’s nothing* I 

Well, there’s no need to get in such a state 
luil because a man’s lost his taste for codfish! 
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MARIA^A. Its not the codfish, it^s 

not the codfish, it’s evei> thing that’s put bcfoie him! First 
the house is small, and then the wine is bad . . . and the 
soap isn’t scented , . . even the sheets on the bed are too 
coarse * . . [IFtth hurt pndeJ] The sheets! We’\e 

slept in them well enough for these ten years, haven’t we^ 

Ramon. Oh, nonsense, nonsense, child. 

Mariana. And my hands are coarse too, aren’t they? 
Well, as I’ve been slaving ten years at an ironing board 
to support him , . . may the Blessed Virgin forgive me! 
Our bed common, indeed! You see how well all end if 
what 1 think is true! . . . You’ll see! 

Ramon. If what you think is . . . ? What do you 
think, then . . . Have you found out anything? 

Mariana. [fVtth concentrated wrath,] If I’d found 
out anything d’you think I’d be sitting here quietly? 

Ramon, Quietly! Did you say quietly? 

Mariana. And if I want to make a noise I will! 

Ramon. No doubt . . . till you’ve driven me out of 
the house to escape hearing you . . . 

Mariana. [Without looking at him, finishing clearing 
the table,] Perhaps you’ll find another one as cheap to 
live in ... I’d try. 

Ramon. [Taking no offence,] Well . . . I’m off now 
anyway. When you’ve come to your senses just let me 
know. 

Mariana. And God go with you! 

[SENCit Ramon goes out. As soon as she is alone, 
Mariana takes an illustrated periodical out of a 
drawer and, sitting down at the table, turns over the 
leaves. Leaning on her elbows as she looks, attentively^, 
at the photographs,] 

Mariana. [Reading,] *'The Aerodrome of Guidad 
Lineal. The famous Madrid aviator, Jose Maria Ldpez, 
surrounded by his friends and admirers. A group of ladies 
and gentlemen congratulating the aviator.” [With con- 
tempt and anaerA Ladies indeed ! 
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[Jose Maria comes in and stands looking at the 
paper over her shoulder,'] 

Jose Maria, What are you looking at ? 

Mariana, iWithout looking iiround,\ I’m looking to 
sec how indecently fashionable ladies dress themselves nowa- 
days, 

Jose Maria* A bit saucy, aren’t they? Necks for sale 
back and front . . . and one leg going cheap! 

Mariana. {Still angry and contemptuom,] Disgust- 
ing! How some of them have the impudence! ! Look at 
that one! 

Jose MarIa* [Elaborately ignorant,] Which one? 

Mariana. That one on the right , . * that’s glued her- 
self close to you . . , 

Josh Maria. [IFho dissimulates very badly,] Oh . . , 
with the small hat? 

Mariana, No . . • with the large hat! 

Josi Maria. [With extreme indifference,] Oh • , , 
yes . * • I 

Mariana. [Looking at him slyly,] Handsome • * , 
isn’t she? 

Jose Maria. Showy • . . I shouldn’t call her hand- 
some! 

Mariana. [Getting up,] What’s her name? 

Jose MarJa. How can I tell? I don’t know her. 

Mariana. Don’t you? Well • . , I do! 

Jose MarJa. What d’you mean . . . ? 

Mariana, She’s the one that you go about^with a photo- 
graph of in your pocket-book. . . . 

]osi MarIa. Oh . • * I’ve got a photograph of her in 
my pocket-book* have I ? 

Mariana. Well, you haven’t . , . because I took it out 
this morning. And here it is! [iJAe takes the picture from 
her pocket and throm it on the table,] There you are 
... the very same . , . except that she’s managed to un- 
dress herself even a bit more in the photograph. [Empha^ 
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sizing her words.] Well, now, do you know her ... or 
not? 

Jose Maria. {Stammering a little.] Kjiow her? • • . 
yes, certainly I know her • . . 

Mariana, [Ironically.] By sight . • . I suppose? 
Well?^ 

Jose Maria, [Asserting himself like a man.] Well 
. . , Fm not called on to give an account of myself to you 
or to anyone , . . and you may think what you damned well 
please ! 

Mariana. May I? 

Jose Maria. [Wanting to get out of the difficulty by 
putting her in the wrong.] And if it comes to that, Fd like 
to know what the devil you mean by searching my pocket- 
book! 

Mariana. If I smell burning I go through the house to 
see what's on fire, don't I ? Do you suppose . . . suspect- 
ing what I do . . . that I'm going to sit still with my 
hands folded. Just you wait, my friend. 

Jose Maria. And might I ask what you suspect? 

Mariana. I suspect that it was in that lady's house 
that you learned to tell whether the sheets were coarse or 
not. So there! 

Jose Maria. [Taking a high stand.] Oh dear me . , . 
jealous, are we! The same old tale! 

Mariana. **The same old tale.” I like your conceit. 
And w^hen have I ever been jealous, Fd like to know? 

Jose Once a month for the last five years. 

Mariana. Once a week for the last ten years ... if 
you could have had your wish . . . but you never got further 
than wishing for all your efforts! 

Josfi Maria. [Wounded in his pride as a lady-killer.] 
Oh indeed . . . Oh, I like that! You don't know what 
you are talking about . . . you don't seem to know the 
sort of man I am! 

Mariana. I know you better than I know my two 
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babies. And 1 know this., conceited as jou are • , . that 
if there was nothing in it this time, as thcie never has been 
before • . . then }Ou’d be pretending theie was * . . as 
you always have. When you keep quiet there’s something 
wrong. 

Josi Maria. But what on earth do 5 ou e\pect, I should 
like to know? When a fellow’s the hero of the da>, and 
there’s a something about him beside> , . . though I say it 
that shouldn’t . . . ! Well, when women take a fancy 
for a man , . . and especially these ladies from the theatre 
. . , why he looks a perfect fool if he turns his back at 
the least little attention. Never mind whether he wants 
it to go further or not ... he can’t snub her or give her 
a box on the ears, can he, as a woman can a man ... as 
cool as you please. 

Mariana. [If^onitallv.] Go on! Anj thing else? 

JosiB Maria. Nothing else! This lady (who is a quite 
celebrated singer, if you want to know) was kind enough 
to present me with her photograph. Now I couldn’t 
throw it away, could i? And youVe seen for yourself 
the effort 1 made to hide it. Why . ^ . d’^^ou suppose I 
thought for a moment that you’d think . , . ? And noth- 
ing more has happened. Oh, . * . don’t you know what 
you arc to me? And the mother of my children as well. 
How could I deceive you? Never . . • never in this world. 
Do you want me to swear it, 

Mariana. [IMf wn ever all the same*} I want you 
to stop talking humbug. As you always lie like a news- 
paper it doesn’t matter much what sort of tale you tell, for 
no one’s going to believe you. But . . . just you look 
out Your luck’s in for the minute, isn’t it . . . and you 
think you’re no end of a fellow, Just because a few pesetas 
have fallen on you out of the sky. Make tine most of 
them while they last But I’m used to earning what I 
need for myself and my children. It’s little and 

it’s hard to come by . . . but it makes me a queen in this 
kit^dom anyhow. My kingdom’s my home. And don’t 
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forget this. There’s never been any man let come in it 
but you ... I love >ou a lung sight more than you de- 
serve to be loved. But let’s have this clear . . . there 
aren’t going to be any women in the case but me either. 
And if >ou’re not agreeable to that . . . well, there’s lots 
of room in the world for us both, and it’s as easy to take 
the train as to buzz through the air. Off you go then . . . 
and well meet again on Judgment Day. 

Jose Maria. [Coaxingly.] And leave you behind me? 

Marian [Tenderly,] That wouldn’t worry you! 

Jose Maria. [KhAng her,] Come here . . . you 
dragon . . . you little wretch . . . ugly little devil that 
you are! Who loves you ... eh ... eh , eh? 

[The two smile » tn each othe/s arms, Ramon 
enters and sees them,] 

Ramon. Ah, God be praised! Then everything’s all 
right again! The devil’s not so black as he’s painted, 
is he? [To Mvruka, who has broken away from her 
husband,] So we do love him just a little! He gets his 
ration of kisses . , * does he? 

Mariana. [Masking her confumn in asperity,] Oh 
. . . let me be! 

[And she flings out, blushing furiously,] 

Jose Maria. [Watching her go, with pride and satis-- 
faction,] Blushing like a girl . . . such a simple soul! 

Ramon. [Confidentially,] No doubt * . • but I’d 
sooner not be in her blade books for all that. Look out 
for yourself, if she ever does lose her temper. 

Jose MARiA. Oh, don’t worry! I know how to manage 
women, I should hope! 

[A motor car is heard in the street] 

Ramon. A motor car . . . stopping here. 

Jose MarIa. Someone from the Club, I daresay * . . 
coming to take me to the Aerodrome. It’s just about 
time « . « 

[JuLiETA^s mice is heard outside,] 

JutiBTA. Sefior Jose Maria Lopez? 



200 


WIFE TO J FAMOUS MAN [JCT //] 

Jose Maria. [With terror, a cognising the mice.] 
Who*s that? 

JuLlETA [Appearing at the door.] May I come in? 

[Senor Ramon politelg fushes fortonrd to receive 
her.] 

Jose Maria. Good Lord . . * tc» thiiiL of her turning 
up here! 

Ramon. [As sweet as hone^.] Come in, Seilora, come 
in! 

JuuETA. [Who hasnt seen Jos/ Maria yet] Is 
Senor Jose . . , ? [Siring him.] Ah . . . good after- 
noon! 

Jose MarIa. [Disconcerted.] Good afternoon! 

JuLiCTA. Oh, don’t be vexed ujth me . . « because 
I’ve come to fetch you. Yes, niy car’s outside. We can 
be at the Aerodrome in ten minutes. Will the weather 
be right for flying today? 

[There is a little most expressive by^play. Ramon 
is greatly struck hy the lady, and guke alive to the 
situation. Jost Maria doesn't know what on earth 
he's about Joueta alone commands the situation.] 

Josi Maria. Oh yes, Senora, certainly . . . the weath- 
er’s magnificent. 

JuLiETA. I warn you . . . Fm very nervous • . . 

Josi MARfA. Not more than I am » . . no, I assure >ou 
. . . but as you say, the weather ... oh yes, magnificent! 
[He is looking very nnemily at the door by u hkh his wife 
left the roo;?!.] Senor Ramon, will you be good enough to 
see if the passage door is shut? . . . because . . . because 
there’s a draught. 

Ram6n. [With a smSe of complicity.} Certainly, my 
dear boy, certainly * * . Ill see to it. [Tien to himself 
as he goes.} Now the cat’s coming out of the bag! That 
girl of mine ... she has a sharp eye « . . t 

[He goes out, shutting the doon] 

Joal Mai^a* [Who, not knowing what to Jo or say. 
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gets out of the difficulty as best he can.Ji So . . • youVc 
come to fetch me? 

JuLiETA. [With coquetry Yes, Senor . . * if the 
wind will be kind enough to let us fiy away together! 

Jose Maria, [Wishing to go.} Well • . . let’s be off 
then * . . the sooner the better , . . 

JuLlETA, [Who is in no hurry, and is looking, curi^ 
ously around the room,] Is this where you live? 

Jose Maria, Yes, Sehora . . , for a few days. I am 
. . , so to speak , , , staying as a sort of a guest. 

JuLXETA, Ah! You don’t live with your family? 

Jose Maria, Oh certainly ... I live with my family. 
But , , . well, you see, this little place is only a sort of a 
workshop. It did well enough before . • . but now . • • 
[He is giving himself airs*] 

JuUETA. [Romantically.] Only a workshop! My 
father’s home was his workshop! 

[She, with quite a coming on disposition, gets nearer 
to him as she talks, while he, who is half dead with 
fright lest his wife should appear, tries to edge away 
from her without seeming to do so.] 

JuLiETA. Yes * . * I come from the people, just as you 
do. I’ve gone hungry to bed, often and often • * . just 
as you have, 

Jose Maria. [A little annoyed.] 1 never went hungry 
to bed in my life! 

JuUETA. Well, never mind how hungry! But as long 
as you’ve begi poor and down-trodden ... as long as 
you’ve known what it is to hate the people that have got 
everything and despise you for having got nothing at all, 
• * . That’s why I took to you so, I do believe. For we 
know what it is, don’t we, to have people cringing to us . . , 
in the old days they wouldn’t even have known we were 
there. And now we can do something, can’t we * . . we’ve 
got inferiors too. Birth and breeding , . . there’s noth* 
ing in it IVe scrubbed a Marquis’s floors, I have * * # 
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but my hands are enoiifch ucn't the\ ^ And I tell >ou 
if a Puke uanted tf» kiss nte, IM hive him doun on hib 
knees to ask 

[Jnsf MaRI^ ihisni inau htu^ in npl^ to thu 
discoursit and t'*in tf ht hii hu ^ ti ht uouldnt bi 
able to dn $o bam^i tki m oj Ihs < lU um in kear^ 
di^pultm uith hisOR Kamo’S i^hih sfu n if\m^ to 
optn thi dofff 1 

Ramon, {(htisidi ] But 1 nil vou vou can*t , . . 
hc*h talking to senne fjentkmtii . . 

Mariana. And I tdl sou 1 will ti 1 vv tnt to . , * so 
there ! 

Jose Maria {Crnmmj hvnulf tf he iumd thunder.“\ 
Blessed Saint Barbara^ . . . vvife^ 

JuilETA. Who IS making that dreadful noise? 

Josf Maria. Oh, I'm sure I don't know* * * . itS 
nothing. WeM better start 

{tie tries in mate her have^} 

JuuETA. No, wait . * . theyhe having a great row 
about something. 

Josi? Maria, We shall be late • . . 

Ram6n. I say you shan’‘t go in* , * . 

Mariana. 1 say I will . . « and nothing's going to 
stop me! [TAe dmr bursts nptn vtolintly*] Can't walk 
about my own house, tan*t I . . . well, that is the last 
straw! IShe comes sn and sees Juu&rA*J Aha! * * * 
well, now you s»ec! . . • And didn't I feel it in my 
bones * * • ? 

[Shi goes towards Julilta, who hois at her w$ih 
a iiith n/em.] 

Ra)Mi6m. [To Josi MarIa*] And couldn't you have 
taken yourself off, you pnae fool! 

Mariana* Good afternoon, SeUora* [Looimg her up 
amf dm&u.} Charmed to meet you! [Terifin^ to J0$6 
Well now * . * what about it? Who's this 
80m mtm ^ * or what? YouVe got pretty coo! 

hiven'l you * * * tibe pair of you! 
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J Li LI ETA. [Loftily . ] Scnora ! 

Ramon. Now, my dear child . . . take care! 

Mariana. And what have I to take care about? 

Jose Maria. This lady has come . , . 

Mariana. This lady has come ... to the wrong 
shop ... as she’ll find out now! 

JoSL Maria, Manana! . . . 

Mariana. Let me alone! [To Julieta.] You’ve 
taken a fancy to my husband . . . have you? Well . . . 
nothing wrong m that, of course ^ It only you weren’t a 
little late ... for ten years ago you see he took a fancy to 
me. . . . 

Juliet A. Your husband . . . ? 

Mariana. Yes, Senora, there he is ... as large as 
life! 

JULILTA. [Indignantly ... to Jos£ Maria.] And 
>ou never told me . . . ! 

Mariana. [Interrupting hir^] Never told you he was 
married? Just fancy! But then he always was forgetful! 
But he is . . . married to me by Holy Church . . . and 
me with three babies . » . and another one coming ... so 
now what have you to say? 

Julieta. I came to call for this gentleman. We had 
arranged to go flying. 

Jose Maria. Thafs all. 

[The two women look at each other with some dtS'^ 

MariaNj^ [Ironically.] Flying! 

Julieta. There’s no harm m flying that I know of. 

Mariana. Well, he won’t be flying this afternoon. 

Josi Maria. [Feeling his importance.] I . . . shan’t 
be flymg . . . ! 

Mariana. No, Senora ... he has rather a cold, and 
the draughts up there would be bad for him. So if 
flying’s all youVe after , . . 

Julieta. I’m sorry. Of course that would 

never do. Good afternoon. 
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Mariana. [Without moving.] Good afternoon to 
you. 

Jose Maria. [Feeling that he has been made cut a 
pretty poor figure.] Julieta . . . I . . . 

JVLIKTA. [With a grimace of distaste.] Oh, please 
don’t trouble to explain! 

Mariana. You hear what she says. She’s quite right. 
Don’t! 

[JoSfc Maria shnks into a corner. JuurTA starts 
to go out, but being someuhat ptrturbtd goes toward 
the wrong door.] 

Mariana. No, Sefiora, this way . . . [Generously, and 
repenting a litth.] I’m sorrj if I’ve !iurt your feelings. 
But you just go away and forget all about it, won’t you? 
For though, of course, it’s woisc for me, it’s not very pleas- 
ant for you either . . . and I know it wasn’t your fault. 
But that’s the way with a man. He runs up the hill . , . 
and we have to pay it between us, don’t we? But don’t 
you worry. 

[JuUETA goes out. Ramon, firry gallant, opens 
the door for her, and Josi Maria tries to follow her. 
but Mariana puts kerstlf in hn way, end stops Aim.] 

Mariana. And where are you going? 

Jos6 Maria. Wherever I choose . . . 

Mariana. What . . . going after her again, are you 
. , . going to take her flying! Yes, a nice safe place for 
you both to sit laughing at me . . . where I can’t get at 
you. Wasn’t it bad enough to bring her to ray very house 
. , . playing your tricks on me under my very nose. 

Josi MarIa. [Furious,] I didn’t bring her. I didn’t 
know Ae was coming. And we weren’t playing any tricks 
on you either. That’s the truth . . . and if you don't 
want to believe it, so much the worse for you. But I tell 
you thia. I’m not going to be treated like the dirt under 
your feet, I’ve a business appointment with a lady, and 
I’m gotng to keep it . . , as any man would who calls 
hamelf a man. There now ... is that dear? 
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Mariana. Well ... I give you fair warning. 

Jose Maria. Let*s have it I ^ 

Mariana. If you go out of that door, you don’t come 
back again! 

Jose Maria. What d’you mean? 

Mariana. Not back to this house. 

Jose Maria. Who’s the master here . . . Fd like to 
know? You or I? 

Mariana. Neither. The one that’s in the right is 
the master. 

Jose Maria. Am I your husband ... or not? 

Mariana. [Turninff about] It would be all the same 
to me if you were Garibaldi! 

Jose Maria. [To hi$ father4n4aiv,] Wbat do you 
think of this? Isn’t it enough to make a man hit her 
over the head? I tell you Fm going to fly with the 
lady * . . I’m going to take her flying . . . and that’s 
all! 

Ramon. Now, my dear child, do remember that he’s got 
to keep his engagements. The public is expecting him . . . 
he’s a famous man! 

Mariana. A famous man, is he! She thinks so the 
first time she sees him flying through the air. But I’ve 
seen him do it once before . . . when the bull tossed him 
there ... the last time he tried to be a famous man. I 
knew all about his fame, thank you . . . and just how long 
it lasts . . . till his first tumble! 

Jose M-^ia. Very well then . . . have it your own 
way! 

Mariana. You’re going? 

Jos4 MarIa. Fm going. 

Mariana. Listen to me now . . . 

Jose Maria. Thank you, I’ve heard all I want to . . . 
tiU next time. 

[He goes out, very dignified*] 

Mariana. There won’t be any next time! Yes . . » 
you’ve done it now! 



206 


n 111 ro J MJN IWT 11 ] 


[Andrew corms i/i, iair\in(f a thsh of frud ham and 
doesn't see that Josi M \Ri \ un*t thin,] 

Andrea* fsuu, dcaiest \m^ youll he seasick if jou 
try to fly without eating an> thing hrst* Tu the-»e two 
slices of fried ham . * • 

[She looks around uitli amaztmint at not finding 
htm ] 

Marian \. [Laughing htiirly,] ILim! . * • So thatV 
what youHe been busy with* A lor of use, isn't it? 

Andrca. Why? 

Mariana. Now that your s«n\ going to take his meals 
out in future ... for ever and ever . amen! 

[She sits down in a ctnnar and trus^ drying her < yis 
vnik her upron^ 


Scene IL 

The same scene m in the first mt* Jt the rising of the 
curtain Mariana and the three laundressis are seen iron^ 
itig* 

Mariana. Put everything tidy now, and be off to jour 
dinner; it's one o’clock. 

[She takes off her white apron and sleeves and folds 
them up, putting them on one side. The girls do the 
same. The postman appears at the street-door and 
takes a letter out of his bag.1 . 

Postman. [Presenting the letter.1 Jose Marla 
L6pms. 

Mariana. [Curtlp.l It’s the wrong address . . . 

[The girls look at her with amazement.} 

Postman. Wrong address? [Looking at the letter.} 
ik$ Madera Alta. Laundry. 

Mariana. Yes, Sefior. 28 Madera Alta. Laundry. 
Wliat'i diat got to do with it? 
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Postman, [A httle baffled.] But he always did live 
here. 

Mariana. No one lives here but me! 

Postman. You mean that Sehor Jose Maria Lopez has 
moved? 

Mariana. That’s it. 

Postman. And can you inform me ... ? 

Mariana. [Turning her hack on him.] He didn’t 
leave his address. 

Postman Oh, very well. [Making a note on the let- 
Jose Maria Lopez . . . wrongly addressed . . • 
Good afternoon. Sorry, I’m sure. 

Mariana. Good afternoon. Don’t mention it! [To 
the girls, who are still looking at her, astonished.] Here 
. * . what are you all standing around for? Off with you 
. . . and be back again at a quarter to, sharp. It’s Satur- 
day and I can’t have things left half-done! 

[The girls put on their shawls and go out to the 
street. SeSor Ramon appears from the family rooms. 
He ts smoking a cigar.] 

Ramon. Who was that you were talking to? 

Mariana. [Taking up the linen from the table, and 
folding it. She doesnt look her father in the face.] The 
postman. 

Ramon. IWho was the letter for? 

Mariana. For nobody here, that’s clear, as he took it 
away again. 

R^mon. But . . - who was it for? 

Mariana? I think the name was Jose Maria Lopez. 

Ramon. [Who can^t believe his ears.] And you didn’t 
take it? 

Mariana. No, I didn’t! 

Ramon. Have you taken leave of your senses? 
Mariana. Perhaps ! 

Ramon. [Putting on the manner of a tyrannical father.] 
Answer me now. How long is this nonsense going to 
last? 
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Mariana. [As tf she hadn’t heard Aim.] Have you 
all finished dinner? 

Ramon. Did you hear what 1 said? 

Mariana. I asked if you’d had your dinner? 

Ramon. [Ill-humouredly.] Yes . - . we’ve had our 
dinner. 

Mariana. We!I then, go out and take a little walk, 
. . . it’ll help you to digest it! 

Ramon, really anary.] I want to know how 

long you mean to keep this up? 

Mariana. Who means * 

Ramon. You and your husband. 

Mariana. I haven’t got a husband! 

Ramon. I never saw such a pig-headed . . . ! 

Mariana. Well, I didn’t make myself! 

Ramon. Ia>ok here ... do you think that any woman 
born has a right to throw a man out of tlie house m this 
way? 

Mariana. He went away because he wanted to, didn’t 
he? 

Ram6n. Well, he’s been wanting to come back for a 
long time now. 

Mariana. He didn’t hurry back that night, 1 noticed! 

Ramon. What did you expect him to hurry back for? 
To give you a shaking . . . which is what you deserved? 

Mariana. To give me a shaking . . . after everything 
else he’d done to me! You men make me laugh! 

Ram6n. He didn’t do anything to you! And even if 
he did . . . that’s all over now. Look, I'll lell you . . . 
that woman went of! to Paris three days ago . . . 

Mariana. Oh! so that’s why he wants to come home, 
fo it? And do you think I’m going to take anyone else’s 
leavings! Get that out of your head. Let him spend the 
summer wtwre he spent the winter! 

RAMdN. [Philosophic.] Now diis would be all very 
wdd, you know, if you were die sanoe sort that she us But 
you are hit wife . . . and that’s a very diietent thing. 



idCT 11} WIFE TO A FAMOUS MAN 


ao9 

Pm not standing up for him, but what sort of a state would 
this world get into, if every time a man started to amuse 
himself a little his wife went on like this? Here you are 
in your own house, and no one can take that away from 
you* . * * 

Maruna* {Interrupting.} No ... I pay the rent! 

Ramon. {With great dtgmty.} I was not referring to 
that! This is your home . . . and no matter what hap- 
pens you must remember that you*re his wife . . . and 
that he's your husband . . . and above all, that he's the 
father of your children! 

Mariana. Yes ... a lot of trouble that’s put him 
to! 

Ramon. {Sincerely indignant.} I don't know how I 
have the patience to listen to such talk! . . . The man has 
gone too far already ... he has begged your pardon for 
something that he’s never done. And I go too far when 
I come on such an errand. Why should I bother to make 
you friends again? What is it to do with me? 

Mariana. You’re pretty well paid for it, aren’t you? 

Ramon. {Dignified.} And pray what do you mean to 
insinuate by that? 

Mariana. Well, I’ve noticed that for the last few 
days you’ve been smoking some very good cigars. 

Ramon. {Trying to hide the cigar which he*$ smoking 
at that morrient.} I^ 

Mariana. And cigarettes . . . and you go to the cafe 
every afternoon . . . and have a glass of something. And 
every evening to the Cinema, and you’ve got a ticket for 
the bull-fight tomorrow. That’ll have cost you seven 
pesetas. And you’ve got the five I gave you last Sunday 
besides . . . and today is Saturday. . . . 

Ram6n. And what then . . . ? 

Mariana. {Beginning to cry.} Oh, I wouldn’t have 
believed you’d sell your own daughter for a packet of cigars 
and a bull-fight! 

Ramon. {Walking wratkfuUy up and down.} I 
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wouldn’t have believed that an> man m the world could 
be such a nincompoop as to wt w aitinj^ his wife’s permission 
to come back to his own house. It m\ Candelas . • . now 
in glory . . - had tried anything of the sort on me • • . ! 
However, she was alw’u^s a perfect fool! 

[Andrlv (ippems tn tfu dmr, htMS tht last words^ 
and stands looking at him stornfull^,] 

Andrlv. I sei^ And so '^mts is all the sense we’ve 
got left in the house! 

Ramon. {Rmnding on /nr.J 1 was not addressing m> 
remarks to you, Senora! 

Andrla. a ^'perfect fool” wasshe? No doubt * be- 
side such a verv wide awake old man as vou are! 

[Mariana ^Ois into the stttm^-roorn, having them 
to their guarreL] 

Ramon. And may I ask why you want to pick a quarrel 
with me? 

Andrca. I shouldn't be suipnscd if the answer was that 
wdiat has happened here is more your fault than anyone’s. 

Ramon. My fault that your son went flying and got 
the little sense he ever had bhwn out of him ! 

Andrea. If the p<K)r boy hadn’t been set a bad example 
by the one person who ought to have set him a good one! 
Yes . . . that’s what I mean. 

Ramon. Scflora, I am a widower, and I am free to 
behave as I please. 

Andrea* I am a widow ... but I don’t know that 
that’s a reason for not behaving myself! 

Ram^n. Seflora, you arc a woman, and 5?tth a woman 
!t’» different! 

Akdria. You’re quite right. It is • . . very differ- 
ent indeed! 

[Mariana comei had with the bahg in her armi, one 
ehUi bf the hemi, mtd mother elinging to her rliVn.] 

Mariana. Quamlling as usual, are you? ... Do 
drop it * * . it’s nobody’s business but mine. . . . [SAe $its 
imn on a tm ekair, md hoki at the Uigmt ekild*] 
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Dirty nose! Come here! [Takis out a handkerchief and 

It furiously Blow now! Harder! . . . harder! 

Ramon. He cant blow any hardei, my dear! 

Mariana. That’s right! Take his part against me 
. . . so that hell be well brought up from the beginning! 
[To the little girl, who is biting her nails Very well, 
bite your nails, if you want to! [Gfves her a slap.l 

Ramon. But my good girl. . . . 

Mariana. [Getting w/>.] In this house everybody’s 
got to sit up and behave themselves! 

[Senor Ramon goes towards the rfoor.] 

Mariana. Are you going out? Take the children and 
leave them at the school as you go by. 

[The children take their grandfather's hands, with- 
out saying a word, looking terrified at their mother^ 

Mariana. Tie up that shoe-lace! 

[The little hoy lets go hts grandfather's hand, and 
ties the shoe-string with trepidation."] 

Ramon. [While he waits for the tying to be finhhed.] 
All right . . . and if I happen to see , . . him . . * what 
am I to say? 

Mariana. [To the little boy, as if she hadn't heard 
her father^] Don’t fidget, child! 

Ramon. But suppose I do see the man, what am I to 
say to him! 

[He goes out with the children. Mariana, with the 
smallest one in her arms, watches him from the door. 
Senora Andrea sighs.] 

Andrea. t)h, Lord! 

Mariana. [Affectionately, her harshness quite gone.] 
Oh, come now . . . what’s the trouble? 

Andrea. What should be? 

Mariana. Of course you take his part. 

Andrea. Ah, I’m too old now, my dear, to take any- 
body % part 

Mariana. D’you think I’m a beast? 

Andrea. No. He’s my son . . . and Fm fond of him 
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. . . that & only natural. But you're a woman . . . and 
Fve been a woman too, and r\e known what it ua^ to 
go through what you’re going through . . . thats ail. 

Mariana. [To htde her ftehn^s.} Would >ou like 
to have me do >our hair for >ou? 

Andrea, [fhdmg hen too,} ^luch you know about 
hair-dressing! An>way >ou're in no state for it now ! 
Let it go till another day . - . r on ihe point of going 
into the inner room, but etaps on ihe threshold.] 
haven't had any dinner . . . don't >ou want me to make 
you a cup of chocolate? 

Mariana. I’m not hungry. Make M)mc soup for the 
baby, he hasn't had anything. 

Andrea. Well . . . it'll all be as God wills! . • . 

[She sighs mi goes oift.j 

Mariana. [Looking around with the Md in her 
arms.] The house does seem so empty! [Sits down on 
the low chairs a street-organ begins to phg outside.] A 
$treet*organ now! [Sighs and looks at the child almost 
with tears in her eyes.} You've got your father’s face! 
[ICmer him passionately.} Little angeli [A pause.} 
And to think that if God spares you to 01c you’U grow up 
to be a man . . . and as great a villain as any of them! 
[Sie kisses him again, tenderly, as if to beg his forgiveness 
for her evil thought*} Oh ... if I could only keep you 
as you are . * « even if I had to bottle you! 

[Ssi^OR JuuAn appears at ike door* The organ 
goes on playing for a moment stilL} 

SEiiOR JuiiAN. [Insmuatingly.} Alone as usual# 
neighbour! 

Mariana. [Raising her eyes, and sM smiling at the 
chili.} Alone with my worries I 

SiSoR JiiliAn. [Approaching and making a grimace at 
ike ehild*} I myl How fat the little mod’s getting! 

Mariana. [fFitk the pride of a mother.} Isn’t he? 

SiflOR IiiuAn. [Entkmksiically.} Whatever you put 
your hand to you do ivdill 
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Mariana. [A little drylyj] Oh, sometimes well, and 
sometimes badly. 

Senor Juuan. [SigihmffJ] Some men have luck! 

Mariana. Do they? 

Senor JuliAn. [Insinuatingly.l And mostly don't 
value it when they have it, worse luck! 

Mariana. Worse luck for them! 

Senor Julian. Do you want to know why I never 
married ? 

Mariana. No . . . why should I? 

Senor Julian. Not out of curiosity? 

Mariana. [Despondently Thank you! I know all 
I want to know about this wretched world! 

SeStor Julian. [A little impudently,'] You’ve had 
lessons from your husband, haven’t you? 

Mariana. [Head high,] And who else should I get 
them from? 

Senor Julian. [Approaching againS] Well . . . 
you’ve had a very poor teacher! 

Mariana. [Angrily.] Now you be careful! 

Senor Julian. There . . . there ... I didn’t mean 
anything. [Smiling.] God bless me! . . . how you do 
fly out! 

Mariana. Then you’d better keep clear of me, hadn’t 
you? 

Senor Julian. All I did mean was . . . what a shame 
that a woman like you shouldn’t be better appreciated. 
Why, any man ought to be on his knees to you. . . . 

Mariana."^ That’s for me to say! 

SeSJor Julian. [Not disconcerted.] What . . . with 
a face like yours, and a figure like yours, and those eyes 
and that hair, not to mention that you’re the best house-* 
keeper in all the quarter . . . and to think that you spend 
your life slaving to support a man who’s not worth a snap 
of your fingers! 

Mariana. [WratkfttUy.] Will you be quiet! 

SeSor Julian. [More and more agitated.^ And if 
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ever he does earn a few pesetas, off he goes to spend them, 
with whoever, . . . 

Mariana, [Tr^inff mt to cr>?.J Well, the^Ve his 
own, aren’t thej ? He has nobody’s leave to *sk. 

SrKOR JouAN, [^Vr> iiosi.] But do >qu know who 
it is that’s been helping him spend them latelj ? 

Mariana, [BniJe kimif with miftring jeahmy md 
angen] Get out of my sight! 

ScNOR JULIVN- Now don’t be angiy , . , I tell >ou 
these things because I . • . I care for >ou . . . Yes, in- 
deed ! More than >ou think, 

Mariana, Care for me * . , you! 

Senor Julian, And that’s why I’m so sorry, Serlora 
• * . terribly, terribly sorrjs to see >ou caring so much for a 
man who is as unworthy of you, , . . 

Mariana, [OWatfy i ' Xit / id.j Oh ho , - . unworthy 
is he! But you’re not, I dare say. For all you do is to 
take advantage of being his friend and come like this when 
you think there’s no one else in the house to protect 
me . . . ! But there is! This cfiild in my arms, and two 
others, and another yet, please GmL And the man’s not 
born that could make me forget the Joy of the pain of bring- 
ing them into the world to Ik • . . to be their father’s chil- 
dren! So now I 

SeSor Julian, (Hiding kit chagrin with a slight 
laugh*} Well, don’t scratch my eyes out, just because I 
can’t help being in love with you. . . . 

[Foim and steps are heard in the sireeL} 

Mariana. What’s that? What has happened? 

(She dashes itmards the door at the same time that 
SbSor IIam6n and another man enter supporting Jose 
MarIa, who has his head bandaged*} 

Mariana. Josi Maria ... an accident 1 

I8ke leaves the baby in the arms of the Apprentice 
mho hm come in with the other two work-women md 
seme neighbottrSs and throws herself upon her husband 
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Ramon. [Consequently. J Carefully . . . this way now! 
All right, don’t be frightened! 

Mariana, This is what comes of flying! I might have 
known! 

Andrea. [Appearing in the door.~\ Oh . . . my pre- 
cious boy! ... Is he hurt? 

Ramon, [Tryinq to keep Mariana away from Jose 
Maria, who has fallen, as tf fainting, in a chair.'] Keep 
calm, child, keep calm . . . ! 

Mariana, Let me alone! 

[They all move a little aside, and she goes up to her 
husband.] 

Mariana. What is it? What happened? 

Andrea. But isn’t anybody going for the doctor? 

Jose Maria, [In a dying voiced Can you forgive me? 

Mariana, Oh, yes, my darling, yes! . . . But what 
happened? . , . Where are you hurt? 

[She tries to take off the bandage.] 

Jose Maria. [Resisting.] No! ... No! 

Mariana. Yes! . . . Yes! ... I must see. . . . 
[She begins, feverishly, to take off the bandage.] There’s 
no blood! [She finishes taking off the bandage, and sees 
that there is nothing wrong at all.] There’s nothing wrong 
at all! Oh . . . you miserable fraud! 

Andrea. He isn’t hurt? . . . Praise be to God! 

Mariana. How dare you come here and give me such 
a fright? 

Jose Maria. [Going up to her and taking her in Ms 
arms.] How" else was I to get into the house? I had to 
do something. 

Mariana, [Wishing to appear implacable.] het me 
alone! 

Jose Maria. Do you want me to go off again? Well 
. . . I’ve kept the cab waiting. Look! Shall I go, or 
^hail I stay? * . . Come now . , . which is it to be? 

Mariana. Well, if you do stay, you’re going to belong 
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to me . . . and I don’t go shares with anyone. So I 
warn you. 

Jos£ MarIa. Get along with you! . . . I’m much too 
much of a man for one woman to get in her pocket. [She 
makes a half angry gesture.} Why . . . one woman 
would bore me to death! But you’re about six women 
rolled into one . . . ! 

Mariana. [Lovinglg.} You’re a funny fellow, aren’t 
you? 

Jose ^Iaria. Am I? . . . Well ... as long as I can 
make gou laugh . . . ! 

[He kisses her.} 

Mariana. [Accepting the kiss.} Oh, anyone can take 
me in! 

Jos£ Maria. I like that! Here’s a famous man for 
you to order about . . . and sttU you’re not i>atisfied! 
What more do you want, pray? 

Mariana. Oh dear me! If you’re not to be trusted 
when you’re only men, God help us all when you’re famous 
as well 1 1 

Jos£ MarIa. You hold your tongue! As if you didn’t 
know that every woman looking at you no%v isn’t green 
with envy! [He kisses her again.} But then, of course, 
the men looking at me are even greener. Aren’t they . . . 
aren’t they? Well, then . . . all’s fair! 

Mariana. Don’t you be so conceited! It might be far 
better for both of us if no one could see us at all! [Then 
stepping fortt/ard to address the audience.} But here’s 
an end to our little play, dear Public. Am this is its 
moral. When a wocnan truly loves a man . . . whether 
he’s a hero or whether he’s a scoundrel, she’s bound to suffer 
for it Because it’s like this with love, ladies and gentle- 
men, whoever can give the most hi» got the most to lose. 
It has been a simple story and quite unimportant But 
perhaps . . . just because you've heard it so often . . . 

r t may find more to think about in it than you would 
many a hii^toned tngedy. 
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And the author asks me to say how much he wishes that 
the simple words he has used, the simple speech of the 
common people, will help you to feel as he felt — ^while 
he wrote this little song of praise (that’s what it is) — the 
honesty and good sense, the sturdy charm, the self-forget- 
fulness, the generous heart, the just mind, that go to make 
that admirable thing, unspoiled, sound as a ripe nut, sweet 
but not too sweet, Manola, as we call her, the working 
woman of our Madrid. Such good sense she has! Her 
heart’s in its place, and her head’s not too far from it. 
She walks through the muddy streets keeping her shoes 
so spotless. How on earth does she do it? Welh her 
soul is as bright! That’s all. Good night! 
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The action passes — at the present time, more or less, and 
in Madrid — between one August evening and the next, at 
Doha Barbarita' s house and at the abode of the Apparition. 




ACT I 


The scene is in a room in Dona Barbarita^'s house. It 
is a study furnished modestly but in good taste. There is 
a table with books, papers, periodicals: a large bookcase 
full of hooks; an easy chair; a chaise-longue or a large 
sofa placed against the table; other chairs of course; some 
i tints and engravings on the walls, of small value hut well 
chosen. There are doors at the back and on the right. 
The one on the right leads to a bedroom. The one at the 
back communicates with the rest of the house. At the left 
is a large window; it must he obvious that it is not a very 
great height above the street. An electric light fixture hangs 
from the ceiling; another, movable, with a blue shade is on 
the table, in such a way that its light is useful to anyone 
seated, or lying, on the sofa, and that it can be turned out 
from there without moving. 

At the rising of the curtain, Pepe, who is about 21, in 
evening dress but without having yet put on hts dinner- 
coat, is standing before the mirror over the mantelpiece, 
trying to tie his tie, but not succeeding very well, Emilio^ 
kis brother, eight or nine years older, at the table is writing 
a letter and showing signs of impatience because the pen 
and ink are not working as well as he would like, and 
hunting among the papers on the table to find a sheet which 
he can substitute for the one he has just blotted, 

Fepe. Ob, this tic, Rosario! 

Rosario* [From the bedroom I*m coming. 

Emiuo. What a pen! What ink! Another blot . * . 
that sheet’s done for now. Where on earth is the writing 
paper? Rosario! 

Rosario. I'm coming! Vm coming! [Rosario comes 
in. She is a very pretty girl of 2 $,^} 

2-83 
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Rosario. What is the matter? 

Frpe. Tie my tie for me. 

Emilio. Where is the writing paper? 

Rosario. lAffecttonafei^^j Come here , . . domsy! 
What uselei>s creatuies men are! tu^ his lie.*} 

Emilio. And \^h>, may I ask, ib the bab> of the family 
to be attended to hn»t? 

Rosario. Becau<5e he howled first. Don’t mix up those 
papers, or Mario will be angry, f / tnuhmg tht tu\\ 
There! [To FtPE.j 

Emilio. And suppose Mario is . . . Docs Mario o%\n 
the whole house? 

Rosario. Not the house — but the tabic. 

Emilio. And may I ask why that dcai !y beloved brother 
of ours is to keep to himself the only place in the house 
where one can write? 

Rosario. Because he’s the only one in the house svho 
does any writing. If anyone el&e had a claim, what about 
mine, to the table and the room, too? 

Emilio. And am I not writing • . * or trying to— 
Heaven help me! 

Rosario. Writing a love letter is not writing. {She 
sf arches the table quickly and methodically^] Here you 
are . . . paper, envelope, Wotting paper . . . stamp. 
Now, shall I dictate the letter as well? 

Emilio. No, thank you. 

Rosario* That’s something. 

Pipe. The clothiK brush? 

Rosario, ru lend you one. ^ 

IShe qoes into the bedroom and comes out almost 
immediately with a ehthes brush in hm hmdm] 

PiFB. One never can find anything in this house. 

Hmsmo* Because you never look tti the right place. 
Ai^ havtm’t you a bedroom to dress lit? 

Peril a* himself in ike yilms.'} I can’t see 

myielf lit ^ bedmom. 
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Rosario. You^re very smart tonight. Where are you 
off to? 

Pepe. The theatre. 

Rosario. Bent on conquest? 

Pepe. Yes, indeed. 

Rosario. Of the leading lady? 

Pepe. Of someone far more important ... of the lead- 
ing lady’s backer. 

Rosario. Really! 

Pepe. He’s an American and a millionaire. And he’^ 
looking for a private secretary, and Fm to be introduced 
to him tonight. If he takes a fancy to me, isn’t my 
fortune made? Off to America, I shall work for him like 
a nigger, and, in a year or two’s time, when he can’t do 
without me, he’ll give me a share of his business . . . Say 
a prayer for me, my child ... my foot’s on the ladder. 
And when I’m rich, think of all the chocolates I’ll buy 
you. 

Emilio. Could you stop talking just for one min- 
ute? IVe made three mistakes already. 

Rosario. [As ske leans over the writing table*'] Pas- 
sion spelt with one ‘'s’* again. Give her my love. Oh, 
but I wish 5'ou’d get married. 

Emilio. Not more than she does. 

Rosario. Not more than you do, I hope. 

Emilio. Well, you know, personally, now that we’ve 
waited five years . . . 

Rosario. Yes . . . and why have you waited five 
years? She^has to wait till you’re rich enough to get 
married. If FIl kindly wait till you’re rich I shall have 
chocolates. 

[Dona Barbarita and Mario have come in* She 
is a ver^ old lady and leans on her grandsons arm* 
He is ^7 or so.] 

Mario. No, my dear, not till then ... not all that 
time! Wait till Vm editor of my paper . . . till Fve had 
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a few plavs produced. . . . Then jmi 'hdU see. As jou 
go along the street jou’Il heir them uhi-.permg: “That’s 
Mano Castellanos’ sister, Castclhn»^, the drinutist! 

\ff'hile ht ii talking, he has irnutd thi and 

helped his giandniothtr to nt doun on iht sofa ntur 
the window.^ 

Rosario. It’s quite like .i f.un t.ile. f)me on a time 
there were three brothi rs~ famous, rah and hapjij. And 
they had a .sister. Well, m hat about hei i 

Mario. You? 

Esttito. How do joa mean'* . . . what about \ou? 

Rosario. What hapi>ens to me wlun >ouic .ill such 
thrilling successes? 

PtPE. I suppose joui! marry. 

Mario. Won’t you? 

Rosario. Suppose I don't? 

Emilio. But why shouldn't you? 'liou’re very pretty. 

Mario. And clever enough ... to he ainliody's wih*. 

Rosario. Th.mk you. (A’/ie rwr/njj uonualfy in all 
three.), 

Mario. How old arc you now, Rosario? 

Rosario. Can’t you remember? I'wcnty'thrce last 
birthday. 

Emilio. Welt ... it » time you were looking aniund. 

Rosario, [f'ery muck offended.] What do you mean’ 

Pipe. Don’t woriy, my child. I’ll find you a husband. 

Rosabio. Thanks. I’m not sure I'd trust to your 
taste. 

Peps. Why not? «■ 

Robamo. Well ... if I’m to judge by the cigarette 
gjrl I saw you out walking with yesterday . . . 

^PB. C%, did you? I must be off or I shall miss my 
millitMwire Good-night, Grandmamma. Ifte ibtet her 
You were married three times, weren't you? Tell 
girl how to catdb a husband before she’a past 
llPIQdni lor. idli he goes he triee to kite Rosario. 1 
Go(iid>4af^lht, u#p dudeUng. 
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Rosario. Run away, idiot! 

Dona Barbarita. Don’t come walking in at half past 
nothing o’clock now . . . for I’m awake and I hear you. 

^ Plpe. [A^ the doorS\ But, my dear Grandmamma, if 
I’m going to conquer America you must expect me to be 
late home. 

l^He goes off gaily, and outside is heard singing some 
popular $ongJ\ 

Dona Barbarita. That young gentleman is riding for 
a fall! 

Emilio. Good-night, Grandmamma. her 

hand*] 

Dona Barbarita. Are you off too? 

Emilio. To post my letter. 

Rosario. And then to find consolation till the answer 
comes. That’s what you call being in love. 

Emilio. My good child, what do you know about being 
in love? I shall be a model husband. 

Dona Barbarita. Are you taking lessons in the art? 

Emilio. Well . . . anything to forget one’s troubles, 
you know. Good-night. 

[He goes out, embracing Rosario as he passes her, 
while she shakes her fist at him affectionately. Ro- 
sario then picks up the torn papers which have been 
left on the table. She then sets all the table in order, 
picks up the clothes brush which Pepe has left on a 
chair and goes into the bedroom, and comes back again. 
Dona Barbarita remains seated on the sofa. Mario 
walks %thout idly, looks out of the window at the 
street, takes another turn and sits down in a chair.] 

Rosario. Aren’t you off, too? 

Mario. I wish 1 w^eren’t! But what would my re- 
s|>ccted editor say if he had to go to press without my 
column of spiteful gossip about the great ones of the earth? 
Walt till Fm one of them! Patience . . . patience. [To 
Rosario.] Good-night, my precious. Ten years hence, 
on such a night as this — the poor wretch doing the comic 
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chippmgs m m% stead will ht i iikm^ Hjs hr tins to think — 
*'What can I su thi^ tune ihin.t \1 inri Castellanos?” — 
which i> preci-^els ni} tiouhle at iht m<jment o%er 
favourite dramatist, (tund-ni/lil, Gianfiniutlu r. 

[//# iiUiA kund und r*ul,\ 

RoisARio. [Lnolinr^ out of the What a di- 
vine niglit! Him the jiinnm smclL. inf 

hand ] <luod luck ! 

Do\a Barbvrita. Wlniit! aie \nu uaMn^; ffC 

Roi>^Rlo. Mano. tin uttMin \kjo ] Wluf* 

Wait, ril $ec. gms to iiu tab < dit V4>i to Uon \ 

Barbarita.] His fountain pen! Here? 

[6'/ie ieans our out of iiu uimluw in hand ti to 
!Mario who t$ down hthu,} 

DoSa Barbarita. Take vare, \ou*li till. 

Rosario. I shouldn't kill inv&ch » , . tumbling six feet 
into the street. 

[She wmes to the dwipptmmg Mario; ihm $tts 
on the Window siat with a 

DoSa Barbariia. Why are sou wghing? 

Rosario. Envy, I suppose. Off he goes . . * $o hap- 
pily! 

DojRA Barbarita. To his work. 

Rosario. Well . . . one to his work, another to aitmse 
himself . ♦ . another to look fur his lucky chance. But 
the thing i» that they go . . . and here we slay. IThere 
k a short pause, then quklkly,1 Have you ever notsced. 
Grandmamma « . . ? 

DoSa Barbarita. What? 

Rosario. How quickly men walk off once they reach 
the door? While we stand buttoning our gloves, and 
look up the street and down and hesitate . * . as if we 
feared semeone might stop hr It's as if they went off by 
ri^t but we were stealmg out of jail. {She hois out into 
iho $treet md tain a deep ireath of the perfumed air, I 
Ohf what a wonderful night! {She leopes the window md 
tuioi her grmdmoiher^s hmd iiiimg etose if im] Grand- 



[JCT /J ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY 


229 


mother, suppose I should say to you . . • I’m a free 
woman. I can make a will, run a business, commit sui- 
cide, go off to America, go on the stage. Therefore I 
want a latchkey, just as my brothers have. And I want 
to come and go as 1 like just as they do • . . by day or 
night without questions asked. What would you think 
of that? 

Dona Barbarita. I should think it quite a natural 
caprice. 

Rosario. [A little astonished*^ W^ould you give it to 
me? 

Dona Baebarita. WTiy not? The cook’s key will be 
hanging behind the back door. Go and get it, and go out 
by all means if you want to. [Rosario jumps Now, 

I wonder where you’ll go. 

Rosario. \Ferplexed . . . brought to a standstillJ\ I 
know . . . that’s just it. Where can a girl go alone at 
this time of night without fear of being thought something 
she isn’t? Fear! That’s a woman’s curse. 

Dona Barbarita, Perhaps it’s her blessing. [Smil- 
ing, 1 If we feared as little as men do what the world 
would think of us we should soon be as shameless as they. 
And that would be a pity, for if we lost our sense of de- 
cency where else in the world would you find it? 

Rosario. [Sitting down by her grandmother again,'] 
Do you believe, grandmamma, that all men who go off at 
night so gaily , . . behave wickedly? 

Dof^A Barbarita. No doubt some of them do . . . 
and some tr^ to. But most of them only w^ant to pretend 
that they are being wicked. And I expect that oftenest 
they all get cheated out of their money and their wicked- 
ness both. And that’s why they come back so depressed. 
[Stroking her hair,] I shouldn’t envy them, my dear, if 
I were you. 

Rosario. [fFith a great deal of feeling which, little 
by htth, changes into a pretty anger,] Oh no, not the^ 
wickedness, or even their fun, as they call it. But their 
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courage and their tunfidtiHe Tlu^’u ‘•o it uly tu hjit 
and M) sure that the\'li wm* ‘I me n ft) tr tin - } u 
must get married * . . to uum t^thu b jld j^uuluuai 
who has got on, who cm afford to bu} me an 1 Ucp nu. 
‘*And when we’re all ruh what a g* ui turn ut’ll 
50U.’' Suppose I don’t want to he / tn i ^ al rant. 
{hnltaim^ Mario.] “Tliat’s ^laiio C etionn s 
IfFfth mmh I tlon*t want to 1 e im tu\ Nttr, 

or an>onc\ wife . . . I don’t want to rdUkt < nu ne 
else’s fame., I want to heir thtm sa^ • ‘11 it ^ Kosnio 
Castellanos.” Wh) can’t I be nnMdt'* Ah ^ou laugh 
ing at me? 

Dona Barbarifa. I seem to Himmher that while the 
sun IS masculine the moon that refleits him k a lulv. 

Rosario. Yes, m hpamsh, but in (leimarj the sun’s a 
woman and the nuion’s a man, and m I ngl* 4 t, whuh is a 
most cominonsensicai language, sun is sun aiul moon is 
moon and each is itself and no one thinks of being snis- 
culinc or fennoine until . <. . well, until tint paitaular 
question arises. rff/uui >#/ /;> hit i/rimdmnihtf.] 

You’re laughing again. You don’t undeistand--->ow belong 
to the past — you all liked being slaves. 

Dof^A Barbarita. No, my dear, only masters like 
m0 slav«5» * . . but while you want to be free of the 
tyranny we were satisfied by being revenged on the tyrants 
now and then. 

IlosARto. How? 

Dof^A Barbarita. Wc just made their lives unheal 
able. ISke loier /roiw hrr *mi a $Qfi nf inple 
loelet which she <^pen$. Sm$lm^ teatttrly,] ^ly three 
oaRatem! Erni^to my first, Enrique my second and jour 
ftandfather, my dear * . . the third. How they loved 
me * . * aiBd how 1 loved thtm! 

IS^memkai scmctalked*] All three? 

CMIa Barbarita^ Yet « . , each in turn. And how 
I flafiinl them! 

EHd fuul 
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Dona Barbarita* \_Very pleased with her conjugal r^- 
colleciions.1 I was jealous of every woman my first hus- 
band looked in the face • • . and he was a portrait painter, 
do you remember? My second husband suffered tortures 
from his own jealousy . • • of your grandfather. That 
was premature, but prophetic, for your dear grandfather 
was our neighbour in those days and he used to stand 
and look at me from his balcony. And then he in his 
turn tortured himself, poor man, with jealousy of my 
second husband, who was dead by that time to be sure . . . 
but that only seemed to make it worse. When I think of 
the times IVe walked into my first husband’s studio, shak- 
ing all over, to see what sort of a woman he was painting 
this time - . . and how much of her, and of the times 
when I’d glance up at your grandfather on his balcony 
and let my dear second husband imagine . . . God for- 
give me . . - that I was smiling at him; and then when 
your grandfather would catch me looking at my poor 
second husband’s portrait . . . my first husband had 
painted it while they were both alive . . . and if I wanted 
to drive him to fury I’d only to give one sigh. Well, 
now they’re in Heaven all three and I’m almost sorry I 
worried them so. [And she kisses the three pictures^ 

Rosario. Oh, Grandmother! 

Doj5a Barbarita. But never forget that I was an 
obedient wife, gentle and loving, an angel of the fireside, 
an angel in crinoline. No doubt it’s far nobler to ‘live 
your own life” (isn’t that what you call it?) but I fear 
you’ll never /^nd it so amusing. 

[Maria Pepa, a maid — a family servant, nearly as 
old as Dona Barbarita herself, appears^ She re- 
mains planted in the doorway with folded arms and 
doesn’t speak.'l 

DofiA Barbarita. [Rather ill-humouredly; she knows 
the footstep so welL} And what do you want? 

MarJa Pepa. It’s past eleven. 

Do^a Barbarita. What of it? 
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M*iiRiA Piiw. ^im\v v> put in \wur tuil papri^ and 
%zy >uur praytMs — a 'jv* i li un«* f au dP, ft^tu inr tomornm 
was Senur Kmiliu*s birthtlav- -and \ni •^top Iumc talk- 
ing much longer >ou \\nn't he in Im d heiuje njuhught. 

Dona iJARK\J«iiA. \\ fmt fit it? 

MARi\ PiPA. "inn lune to It* up u.ih t»nuonmv for 
IVTass, and if 50U don't gH 50*1 t hteii- am! a hail 
youll have another of >our attacks. 

Dona Barhakiia, i*S7>A.j What Mut td an attack 
is it %oti get when jou try to still tot tiu» nimutes %'^ith- 
out coming to hear what wehe talking ahonl? 

Maria PtPA* Little 1 care wlmt 

you^rc talking about! 

Dona Barbariia* I low long Inue >ou been listening 
at the door? 

Maria PiaPA. Listening? HoU s«n‘rits! 

Dona Barbakita. I heaid >im tiptoeing up the pas- 
sage like a ghost. 

Maria Pepa. And if one walks like a human being 
you say the nofee upsets your nerves. 

[5Ae /urns /u uiih rjsirrmr 

Dona Barbarita. Where are >ou going? 

MarSa Pepa. To the kitchen . . . niy proper place. 
Where else? 

Dona Barbarita. Sit down. 

MarIa Pepa. Thank you. Vm not tired. 

DoHa Barbarita. Sit dovrn! 

[Mar!a Pepa sits stiffly and hauyhtily on ike edge 
of a rteV.] ^ 

DoHa Barbarita. And don't start a grievance when 
m one has done a thing to ymi. WeVc not talking sectets. 
1 mm Just telling my gmnddaughter---^ 

MARfA Pepa. What an angel you were to your three 
hiaibimdb~ heard you* 

Kmario. Iffurstirng into a ksm'ty /oiryA*] <>h» Maria 
Ptiml 

Xk>&A Barbarita. [tronkaUy.} Dcui^t litigh« my 
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dear, please* Shell take offence and then what shall I 
do I Has the cook gone to bed yet? 

Maria Pepa. What on earth would the woman be 
doing sitting up to this hour? 

Dona Barbarita. Good heavens, you talk as if it were 
three in the morning. Why canl you say at once that 
you're dead with sleep yourself? 

Maria Pepa. lAs if she had been accused of a crime 
I . , . dead with sleep! 

Dona Barbarita. Oh, come along, come along. IGet-' 
ting up,] When my maid is tired of course I must go to 
bed. Good-night, my child. 

Maria Pepa. Sit up till daybreak if you like. You 
suffer for it, not I! 

Rosario. [Kissing her,] Good-night, Grandmamma. 

Dona Barbarita. [Patting her cheek,] But don’t sit 
up till all hours reading. 

Rosario. No, Grandmamma. 

Maria Pepa. She will, she will! If food failed I be- 
lieve the women of this family could eat books. It’s an 
unnatural appetite. 

Dona Barbarita. Well, you’re no glutton. Sixty-five 
years Fve been trying to teach you your letters. 

Maria Pepa, Thank you. I hear enough lies as it is 
without splitting my skull getting more out of books. 

Do55a Barbarita. Get back to your tub, Diogenes, and 
don’t talk so much. 

[The two go out, arm in arm without its being quite 
clear wMch one is supporting the other, Rosario, 
with her characteristic instinct of order, puis the furni- 
ture in place almost unconsciously, afterwards she 
sighs, stretches herself lazily, yawns, sighs again, yields 
to the little clock which is on the mantelpiece, begins 
to unhook her dress. When she has it nearly unhooked, 
she goes into the bedroom, and comes out after a minute 
with a kimono half put on and some slippers in her 
hand* She finishes putting on the kimono, sits down 



ROMJ\ TIG i Ul M; lady {ACT /J 


254 

the sofa, iale% off her ^hras, and putt on the dip- 
pers, pais the \hoi< tartluU% iindu iht iukis hit 

hair dm<n Hutuh, Utfhis the lamp t tht 

sofa, puts out the nilur lujhi thtrn^.% httstlf u*mfort- 
on the Ui/rt and hatim to //uJ, Mari\ Pir^ 
iomes hiiik md yots iouanl% tfu 

R()S\rio. [if^itliout lookmy up ftom hit What 

are jou duinj:;? 

!VlAi?rA pLi»A, I must sluit the \vindou. 
to be XI There’s a bi|i5 ^vind up* 

Rosario* Til shut it when I go to buL [Gras on read- 
'mg.\ 

AIaria p£i»A. \lIotir%ng mar thi ui sting tnhle for 
a chmee of conversation,)^ Your brothers \erses inustn‘t 
be blown about, or theic’li he trouble* 

Rosario* Put a paper weight iin them* 

MarIa Pepa. rU put the sheep dog on them. That’s 
heavy. 

Rosario. It’s not a sheep dog; it’s a lion. 

Mar!a Pepa* [PtefVi<r the paptr-u eight whtek u» im 
deed, a bronze /ion. j When first I saw it I tliought it was 
a sheep dog* Tve always called it a sheep di>g and I ab 
wags skalL [Rosario goes on reading, but XIarIa Pepa 
goes on talking nevertkeiess.) It wm a present from 
Seilor Enrique~that was your dear grandmother’s second 
husband, but before he was her husband, to Sefior Ernesto 
---•thitt was her first husband~given on her birthday* She 
was twenty-three and she wore a Scotch plaid poplin with 
a gram velvet coat hemmed with gold acorU whidi was 
a sig^t for sore eyes and I have it sttU put away and not 
at oh motb^eatenu Your poor grandfather . « » God 
his soul « « . hated the sif^t of it. 

EcMRXa Hmtermied in spite of kgrsslf,) The green 
velvet? 

MaeU Pera* Ho, the dheep dog. Because your grand** 
rnothof whoever abe went into the room where it st^ on 
the table, always stroked it . * « so, iSmkm§ the broms 
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Hon.} And one day when he would have her go to the 
theatre with him on the very anniversary as it was of 
her second husband’s death which, of course, she couldn’t, 
he changed into a basilisk as soon as she had left the 
room crying like a Magdalen, and he took the sheep dog 
and threw it at Sehor Ernesto’s — ^no, at Sehor Enrique’s 
portrait which hung over the mantelpiece and, as it is a 
bronze dog, of course the glass was broken so he had to 
have a new frame made carved with a crown of laurel and 
bevelled glass and that cost him a lot of money. 

[Ail this Maria Pepa says without taking breath 

Rosario. Grandmamma liked her second husband, 
didn’t she, the best of the three? 

Maria Pepa. [With disdainful and Olympian superior’^ 
iVy.] I can tell you this much . . . that your poor dear 
giandfather was the worst. 

Rosario. Oh, Marfa ! 

Maria Pepa. [With resentful calm.} God forgive him 
... a jealous, obstinate, stingy tyrant ; and the only way to 
manage him at all was just to keep on reminding him 
what a perfect angel the one before him had been. Though 
he had given us trouble enough, heaven knows, for he was 
a gambler. And when he lost— which was always— the 
way we had to pinch and screw! And that didn’t come 
easily at all because Senor Ernesto — he was her first — 
though he wasn’t a practical man being an artist and he 
told lies worse than the newspapers — still he was generous 
and while he was alive your dear grandmamma never put 
her foot tZ the ground. ** Angels mustn’t tread on the 
dust of the earth,” he’d say, and not a yard did we go with- 
out our own carriage. Though for all that we might go 
to bed without supper sometimes because, if he didn’t paint 
why he didn’t earn anything, and there’d be times when he 
lacked inspiration — so he said, and he’d lie on the sofa for 
weete at a stretch in a state of artistic torpor — smoking, 
jmt smoking. But a kinder, refineder, more considerate 
and gentlemanly man . . . 
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Rosvrio. liieies jrfandinan''m.i\ hdl. 

Pli^a. That meins ^he Imtshed her bcad^.. 
Will sou turn nut the h§hti>? 

Rosario. "Ves, FlI put out the And Til close 

the window. Take awaj thoac shot a phase, 

Maria PEfn. [PtiLtti;^ up tht Uiua ti 

Well, pray God 3*ou maj nc^tr know the troubles ot a 
married liic. 

Ro6\Ria Thank jou! {islie is utr^ rjlhmiid.] 

Maria Pli*\. Ah! . . . mui mean tn get rn^iirned, dn 
you? And to half a dozen, 1 dafesa\, just to outdo >our 
grandmother, . , , Well, if jou make 3t>ur kd son must 
lie on it* fumpusmnuii suptnr^nts^l We shan't 

he able to help 3011, We sliall be sniigh m Heaven, 
Though what\ going to happen there when thev all thiee 
come out to meet us each one e\peaing to have us all to 
himself for eternity * , . ! 'fhe^'ll fight it out, I sup- 
pose, 

Rosario, iMarta, that\ the third time the bell ban 
rung, 

MarU Plpa, [CtdmM I hear it* No doubt St, 
Peter will settle things somehow, HI shut the door, thereS 
a draught. 

[SAe fOfs oui shwly, kntmff chsed ike bedrmm 
rfoon Rosario inei to reiutn to her rmdm§, but the 
ean*t do ii because Maria Papa's remiiiirefJim have 
distracted her attention from her book* She medz* 
tates incoherentl:^,} 

Rosario, Half a do«:en! C^Ae starts read%a§ her book 
aloud, thom0h in a low voke^, so that she ensny the 

poitrp of it more,} “Love is a solitary flower of an et* 
<|yisite cvaneicefit fragrance/* How true-— a solitary flower. 
“It blooms but once in the life of the soul and then the 
soul which this triumphant Idy has enriched, . , /* This 
trfumjphantltly? What a wmiderful phrase , . , “dies when 
it but my for lovers single service can it with to 
live.** Ah yes I But then how could grandmamisia hawe 
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been really in iove with all three of them? ‘‘But into a 
life may come visions and phantoms, envoys and heralds of 
the true love that still delays . . [Meditating,’] That 
might explain it. Grandpapa came last, so her first and her 
second were heralds and phantoms perhaps. “But on that 
divine night, when the love of Carlos and Esperanza . , 
[She goes on reading in an undertone for a minute, but 
interrupts herself almost immediately turning over and sup' 
porting herself on an elbow.] Or was grandpapa a her- 
ald and a phantom, too, and did grandmamma only think 
she loved all three because she really never loved anyone 
at all? I wonder! [Reads.] “But on that divine night 
. . [Impatiently,] Oh, I can’t read. 

[The wind can he heard blowing.] 

What a wind! Td better go to bed. But then I shall 
only dream of all three of them fighting over grandmamma 
at the gate of Heaven. Ill lie still for ten minutes and 
thinL 

[She switches off the light without moving from the 
sofa and lies down again. The room remains in the 
dark, lighted only at intervals by the light, not very 
brilliant, which comes in by the window. The wind 
goes on howling.] 

Rosario. I do believe there will be a storm. What a 
dust! Fd better shut the window. ... Too much 
bother. 

[By this time she is half asleep. Suddenly a straw 
hat, carried on the violent wind, blows in the window, 
and fails beside the sofa.] 

Rosario. [Opening her eyes.] What’s that? Some- 
thing flew in at the window? [Looking round her to see, 
but not getting up.] A bird? A hat! A man’s hat . . . 
what has happened? 

[She looks alternately on the floor, where the hoi 
is and at the window. She gets up with a certain 
timidity and goes slowly towards the window. At this 
moment there is a tremendous lightning flash, foh 



Rtni f \ fh \i» i iiJ) [ /( / / 


hwrd imnudif ti!\ l*\ a ^ t n ihunhr 

and tn tht u tills viinml t* ptn^ n } f t tl !h/hf 
nmtjf finish thtfi t ppt it iin tht f tiuu u! 

a ueli-diimd, Imi heJhss mun, » > / Js 1 1 tund 

the f anm u u t ttnd, ut d iht n tumps, Ih ^ ui 

and hiMldintl /»> thi ihundtr und lu/htnvia iki 

man, and not InoKma uhiilnr ht t\ uulii\ nr u * /- 
$inn, nmmm itnxin fu//j hnrrnt t*nd tf t p\ tu u in ^ 

tmtin'l 

Rosario. Je>u! A^e Maiia! Viwu dd Ciruint’ 
Blessed souls m Pjir^aton ’ B!es.s4'd hatn! Biihna ulio 
art enrolled in Htaseti . . , 

The Appariiuin. {(lint rt imp that thtn n u unman 
in the rmm, and gnm^ tnuard Int unarttunh In tame m 
almost Mai ohsiurii% has suimdui in tin Inthtmntt fiash^] 
Don’t be alamned - . . plean* cbrn’t In* alarmed 

IThtn is annthir flush, thtn ihsnttltr and tin n a per 
feci downpour of rmn begms Rt>s\Rio In th 
light of the Isqhtming flash that the rntm ii dnaitno 
himself toward hei^, and, hornfled, stretihis mt her 
arms to keep him 

Rosario* Keep off! Keep away! Helpl 
The Api»AiWT!Oi«r. [O^mg up to h^r.] Don’t shout 
• * for Heaven’s^ 5>afcc* don’t s»huut« i‘m not a thief. I 
am an entirely respectable person. 

Rosario. Yes* yes . . « but go awa^ f 
The Afpaeitiok. I am gomg* SeAura, this vtyry 
mmnte. 

IBnt in the darkness he has anidentallfmome quite 
close to her and when he moves he finds ihat a pteee 
of her hair is entangled m his sleeve tmk.} 

The Apparition* No . * . I can’t! 

Rosario. Why not? 

The AppAsumoN. Your hair has got twiitdl in my 
ideeva IjmiGs* 

Rosario. Then untwist it at once# 

The Apparition* ITiat’s iiot so eai^ . * * in the 
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dark. Could you turn on some light perhaps . . . where 
is it? 

Rosario. On the table. [5^^^ starts to move, and he 
follows her, but in spite of his precautiom, he pulls her 
hairJi Aah! ♦ . . You’re pulling my hair. It hurts. 

Thi: Apparition. Ten thousand apologies! [He 
stops, and as she is going on, he pulls it a second time.} 
Rosario. [Angrily.} But come with me . . , then it 
won’t. 

The Apparition. I’m coming . . . I’m coming. 

[But as they go towards the table in the pitch dark 
he stumbles; and to save himself — and her — puts his 
arms round her. They fall on the sofa together.} 
Rosario. How dare you? This is outrageous. How 
dare you put your arms round me? 

[Another lightning flash discloses the situation.} 
The Apparition. [Very calmly.} I assure you I did 
not put my arms round you. I fell . . . and you fell in 
them. And I have bruised my shin most confoundedly. 
This is quite as unpleasant for me as for you. 

[She makes a gesture of protesting amazement . . . 
whether at the supposition that any man could find it 
disagreeable to have his arms around her or not.} 
Rosario. Then if you realise that please move away 
... as far as you can . . . till I’ve turned on the light. 
The Apparition. [Cdmly.} But now your hair has 
caught in my studs and if I move at all I shall hurt you 
extremely. Until you can turn on the light I’m very much 
afraid thei^e’s no real alternative ... to this. 

Rosario. [Impatiently.} Very well then, don’t move. 
I mean ... do move . . . when I move. Now. 

tries to find the light, but her hair is badly 
pulled in spite of precautions.} 

Rosario. Oh — oh — oh ! 

The Apparition. I told you so. 

Rosario. [A$ she manages at last to turn on the light.} 
Thank heaven I 
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[Tbi tuti ihiii h**l ut t *< /i fur u ni tn 

siltnn ami uitb m! n aihi ran^^uf}, / htn ht spiukt, 
r<r> math ui bis tust ] 

Tin- Apt*\Rin<i\. Amv |uilu|s hp uus undo the 

fangK li \ou’ll tis th ^txul i il dn Yx iM links, 

[7 bt^ a //n b ta J/hr 

a moment ht to u II \ J 

Thj App\RinoN. uu t/ ilU hiM m t-t intprml hair. 

Rixsxnm, lOffnifitti ] I ht^ \nir pudon'" 

1 fU Ain*\Kiri<i\. I nirmt ior pnsmt jnn{t<M 
It ottm caught up hit this And do \rm alu n> wear 
It doatmg m the bux/et 

Ku<)\r|(>. [Offintiui 1 t uear it as I ikh»»n e. 

Till AppARiims,, <imt« , , , and of louf'^r its 

not %cr> loni*. I \our paidon 1 hat ij^on is nut 

criticism. If I hid to iiuai e I slanild siv onU ih it \fu 

must find It must itHotncnienfU hm*. But a (.harnnrig 
colour. 

Ko!»ar! 0. Think itou. 

Tm App^rhion. And it smells oi . . , \ihat is it, 
violets? Violets. 

Rosario. How dare ^ou? 

Tmb ApPARfTiON. Don’t mo%e please » . . itll hurt 
you horribly. But it does smell of violets surely. 

Rosario. [iVoui' at the height uf her mdignaimn*} 
Does that concern you? 

Tub Apparition. I never said it comrrned me. I 
Siiid it smelt of violets. Tm sorry that offended you~biit 
it does. i, 

Rosario. At you please. Have you finished ? [5Ar hm 
hg fkit time gat the studs free.} 

Tub Apparition. Not nearly. 

Rosario. IRemhing lo the tabte far same seitsars.} 
Take riwil Cut itl 

Tub Apparition. Cut itl But what a pity! 

Rosario^ Cut it! Give them to i3ne» then. (fAr ruts 
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herself freeJ} There! [She rises with dignity and turns 
to him.J And now. 

The Apparition, [ff^ko rises too and bows to her 
most formally.} Senora ... or Senorita . . . 

Rosario. [Without noticing either the bow or the in~ 
terruption*} Would you please explain why a thoroughly 
respectable person — as you say you are — [She looks at him 
up and down and observes that he is, indeed, very well 
dressed in informal evening clothes,} has presumed to enter 
a stranger’s house like this? [The beginning of the sen- 
tence is said with great violence but at the end it has been 
modified to something like suavity.} 

The Apparition. Certainly. This high wind which 
preceded this storm blew my hat off my head, but thought- 
fully blew it in here. I came in to find it. Having found 
it I will, with your kind permission, take my leave, 

Rosario. [Angry again, because kis calm manner 
makes her so nervous.} And so, for the sake of a 
miserable straw hat, you jump in at a window like a 
burglar at this time of night. 

The Apparition. Senora— or Senorita . . . ? 

Rosario. [4SAor#/y.] Senorita. 

The Apparition. [Bowing and smiling.} Senorita 
, . , so much depends upon one’s point of view. To you 
my hat — [He picks it up.} and I grant you aviation is not 
a suitable career for it — is naturally a thing of no conse- 
quence. But to me it was . . . and on this occasion par- 
ticularly so, for I was on my way to keep a most important 
appointment: 

Rosario. Indeed! 

The Apparition. And I prefer not to walk through 
the streets in this weather bareheaded and arrive looking 
like a pursued pickpocket. Sooner than take the liberty 
of ringing the bell of a strange house and waking every- 
one up I climbed in at the window. The room was dark, 
I thought no one was here. I meant to get my hat and 
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go on my and, it \ou had nut nude such % necdlc'^s 
noise . . . 

Rosario. Do esptit - 

Thl Api»\Rrrio\. ... I should base gont* at, I canir% 
quite quietlj quite di^^rntU. 

Rosario, [(^ontmud hut u huh hnn^xtd t^nh hu- 
Siif for hazimf Itt hfulf It iontimui.] \ vt well I ac- 
cept the t\planitinn. Anii now, having r^iivtied tht 
priceless uhje<.t will \t»u he utw)d enoui;h to show ^uur dis 
cretinn— In as \uu 4 mu 4nd tt onu. 

[hke mttiis n mmitnttttnt fftxtme tht htn 

rhu nnd that %iis doun uiih ha hmk t*i tt* He goes 
and looks out, then iufttu] 

Tilt AnmRiiiov. henoriu! 

Rosvrio. [frtihout mottng*] Wlut is ir** 

Till Ai»p\RniON. Its pouring in toirrnts. 

Rosario. And nhat ojr that*" 

Thl Apparition Well, I luverih an umbrella, it 
was quite line uhen i started. It 1 lauiuh m>selt mto 
this flood in two minutes I shall look like a drowned rat. 

Rosario, [ff^ith eumphtel^ unmnonMe hut enttnl} 
feminine ammusity*] And quite unlit to lie seen l)> the lad) 
you are going to visit. 

[//e is stetrthd for tt moment. Then he smitet md 
sits by her on the $ofa.\ 

Thi Apparition. And who told you it wan a hd\ ^ 

Rosario. indignantl}*] Go awaj at once. 

The rain is stopping. 

Ths Apparition. The rain is not stoppiof 

IdnJ indeed i# is pourtny harder than ever* 
Ro&ario makes a gesture of despasr*} 

Tub AppARmoH. Bciides^ look at the concierge stand- 
ing ar the door of the House opposite. If he secs me jump 
vm of ^e window he"d either think Vm a rfiief and arrest 
mt « « or he wlU not arrest me thinking . « • that Tm 
leaving hr db window for reasons best known to both of 
Mk AssA idieti fm will be Horribly compfomised. 
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Rosario. [Dismayed,^ So I shall be! 

The Apparition. IMost respectfully.} Therefore, 
with your approval, Fli vvait till he has gone in, and that 
will prevent any possible scandal 

Rosario. \In a voice of anguish.} Please sit 
dow n. 

The Apparition. Thanks. [He sits at a most respect^ 
ful distance.} 

Ros\rio. We must certainly prevent any possible scan- 
dal. [There is a pause. Then Rosario^S anguish develops 
into anger again and she speaks^ half to him, half to her- 
self,} 

Rosario. When is one allowed to forget one’s mis- 
fortune in being a woman! 

The Apparition. Do you find that a misfortune? 

Rosario. Isn’t this a good sample of it? You jump 
out of my window, with my connivance, so people think, 
and my reputation is gone. Mine * . . but not yours * • . 
oh no! Do you call that fair? 

The Apparition. [Humbly.} No, Senora. 

Rosario. [Aggressively.} Does it seem to you just 
that men should have all the rights and women none? 

The AppARmoN. You feel you should be free to 
jump in and out of windows if you want to? 

Rosario. Not at all . . . But I think the man who 
Jumps out of windows should be as much dishonoured as 
the v%oman who remains within. 

The Apparition. Yes, there’s something in that. 

Rosario.^ There is everything in it. Equal rights . . . 
equal obligations. 

The Apparition. [With a slight twinkle, with the 
least touch of irony in his voice — she is so very young.} 
I see that you are veiy advanced in your ideas. 

Rosario. [Gettmg up with great dignity*} I hope so. 
[He smiles*} Do you doubt it? 

The AppARmoN. Forgive me for questioning it juSt 
tt little, when I see that you waste your time reading . . . 



244 ROMiSIlt MU / im [Itl 1] 

this sort of stuff [//» P'unti /*> thr h< i th i has It ft 
on the sofa ] 

Rosario [Bndltn^ ] KpilU' Di> jmj liijpin n 
know whcit that b»»»>k in’* 

Tar Apparihon »t jv a Mntmu-inil iiovtl vilkd 

“A Spring Romantt." 

Rosario. [Chalhnptna ] Havt juu ri ul 
Thi. Appariiion \f‘. i tm« n id it 
Rosario {htinaituiilli ] Hut it d<« iit plnse >«m* 
Tut ApPARinov. ilf tth a slight t/nnimt >4 ton 
iempt.] Well . It isn't sii huilj wntuii 
Rosario. [Indignant ) It is bpauttfuU> written 
The Apparition. But thr writer’* vunsrptinn of life— 
Rosario What’s wrong w ith that, pra> 

The Apparition. The leliow ha*n t ani> kiwr 
Rosario, hefior! 

The Apparition. Hi* heroine's a fool of a giri with 
not an idea in her head except love, all she want* i* to 
be lied to tn the moonlight bv a |oung nun who it, if 
powtble, a bigger fool than tlw. (.verj half diweii pages 
or to they are tweaung their love will endure for eternity 
. . . whidi w absurd , and that the} ]i be faithful to death 
• . . which » almost as unlikely. 

Rosario. Good heavens! 

The ApPAitmoN. The sitUAttont arc ndtculoiM. Now, 
ffiat "divine night of love” in a igimdoia . . . 

Rosario. . . . When they float through the narrow 
eatials of Venice. 

The Apparition. WeU« now, have you tver Sonfeed 
at nifl^t through die narrow eanaU ol Vciiiee? Tlicy 
•OMdl madt dawiinabiy, and anything iwsy be thrown out 
of whidows on your bead ... I Mturo yout wqrtiihig 
Rosario. iSmadtriitul.} You arc very vuhgsr. 

Tug Appemtiom. {i*affr#fji.] t an • bu» of opI!* 
nacy roenoMMi scfisc. I fake the noRilis of life. Ani, 11 
9«Ms wm whttt you Ufcc to dihdi "modem*' 

wmmR iMimd of lNdi)c»-lo(|fv* em-m #il trying m tnl" 
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««».*■ her<f!» If^vn-'-n n * r j . > i 

mcnt^ . 

[lntrfu(rin^ > , , i , i . , 

W you tHal mr nrri* (v » l ' » h’h i t t *•* 

ptietiy t« t f»j»r j’l- (I* ‘ , i <■ ? ft' t, 

which w I! rw f * I f f nr \ I n n f • ? 

thf di»Tt! Ifie vri ^rp ’ » • * -» w i * i IT» ^ 1%/ 

OIM WJlr f*« t tptr tf * 1 in/ ly ill, »%,• 

M irr> ><iwnv J 

'I Ht \t I •' I > « 4 t '1 »»*, u * 

RriSAltfu l> VI, ilfi •' 

'I lit At 1 AHIU •• I i‘ t Ik If #f I f I* » » If* * w ' »r 
hn iUktrMW a* wol ii hr If n* h w ^n) Af U i*iii f , 
at all ihr ptfifj hr he \ m m«« it m fir 1 ,<r t *r j n/ 
it% otani a» |'«»»«iltlr fu ihtt it t »«(1 «l )l u #’ 1 •teA 
lYMnantitalU ttnoilfil w mftt »h» 

RiMAKKi Rlraw *1 •» ! talk «'• I >irl} ut 11 turttur He 

I* a fifftiiut Ami wiimatilweiil «it that n liriii iti n i>wf» 

litin a devp ikhr nl gratifutlr Vm! I wtili I <<>wi4 tell 
him Ml . iiiil lAklirntted and n inanfii tlawtuh t may Iw 
Till Hell { ihtnk f’l*! fteuM hr 

mansgud 

RfitAmn {.llurtir/hn# J fhi >ju mraun ihat ytwi kiwnr 
bim? 

Tilt AfPAkmoN CJRi ytm, ( kiMW him! 

RoiAiuo. \f>u‘r<r iM*t frunml** 

Thi ApPiUirrioii Wrll i tt»ul4 mtmdticf ynu biitli to 
«acti other Til wriw him a Irttirr 
Rouiuim (A*fko#Mi#«r«l/y } ilh, wtU you* It 
•along too mimli! 

Tmi Am^muthm, Not • hit. (II# tin «# ik* t»U» 
mut itmut la ioni#.| Nmo then . ' I tt«r> mtich want 

Swu m tifiOMr Hertonla . " By the w«y. what's your 

I fa ia i ii n i Rosarie CaoirillMos. (Mtn tm tm* km 
fdUm> eM# il# norlret k.i 
Tmli Whet's titsiRlMig jpimf 
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[They shake hands smiiinffiy, Jt that moment 
Pepe and Emilio can he heard lettmg themselves into 
the house and rather noisily, Pepb is singing,'] 

Emilio^'s Voice, Shut up man, for heaven’s sake. 
Youll rouse the house. 

Rosario. Good heavens . . . there are my brothers. 

[She starts to run. The Apparition catches for a 
minute at her wrap,] 

The Apparition. But , . . please . . . 

Rosario. Let me go . . . let me go. 

holts into her bedroom, losing a slipper as she 
goes. The Apparition picks it up and stands for a 
moment holding it. The two boys are in the passage 
now, so he moves to the window. But before he can 
reach it, they are in the room. Pepe is still singing 
sotto voce.] 

Emilio. Oh, do be quiet. 

Pepe. [Seeing The Apparition.] What’s that? A 
man! 

Emilio. Catch him ! 

IThey proceed to try. Bui The Apparition is too 
much for them. He throws them both off and to the 
floor. Then he jumps out of the window. 

Pepe. Thief! 

Emilio. Stop thief* 

[The noise brings in DoSa Barbarita and MarIa 
Pepa in their dressing gowns. They may look a little 
odd, but Dona Barbarita is as dignified m ever.] 

DoSa Barbarita. Whatever is happening?!* 

MARfA Pepa. What is all this? 

[Rosita appears from her bedroom, liming became 
she has only one slipper but with the most mmemt dir 
in the world.] 

Rosario. What on earth are you ahmitiiig about? 

Emilio. [Ifbo has succeeded' in getting up*] A man* 

Pepe. In the roonu 
MarU Pepa. A man! 
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Rosario. [fUitk the greatest innocence.^ Nonsense. 
Emilio. Was it indeed? 

Rosario. How could he ha\e got in? 

Pepe. By the way he went out . . . The %vmdow. 
Rosario. Impossilsle ! 

Maria Pepa. This comes of getting too merry. You 
see things. 

Emilio. Well, I like thatl 

Pepe. The rain has gone to our heads, I suppose. 
Emilio. [To Pepe.] Didn’t you see him as plainly 
as . . . 

Pepe. [Rubbing his armJl I felt him. 

Dona Barbarita. Well, I daresay, 1 daresay — 

[But suddenly Emilio sees on a chair , . . the 
straw hat.} 

Emilio. And here is bis hat. 

Dof5A Barbarita, Rosario, and Maria Pepa. [To- 
getker.2 His hat! 

Emilio and Pepe. [TogetkenJ So now, what do you 
say? 

Rosario. Let me see k. 

[SAe takes it and then . . . deliberately throws it 
out of the windows^ 

Pepe and Emilio. Wiat are you doing? 

Rosario. Sending it after its owner. 

[jind mow, as if in exchange for the hat, there sails 
in RosariO^S slipper, which fails at her feet.J 
MarIa Pepa. What’s that? 

Pepe aiit Emilio. A sUppcr! 

Rosario. [Completely off her guard. 1 My slipper!! 
DoSa Barbarita. [Who has been ttmtcMng her 
kemty.^ My dear child . . . think what you’re saying. 
Emiuo. Your slipper* 

Pepe. Your slipper# 

Rosario. [Losing her head completely.'} Yes ... it 
fe..— but . * . thatV to say. 

Emioo and Pepe. How did he get your slipper? 
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Rosario. I don’t know. 

Pepe. You must know. 

Emilio. Explain. 

Pepe. Tell us at once. 

Rosario. But I ... it is my slipper . . . but — [SA? 
gasps.] 

Emilio and Pepe. Go on. 

Emilio. Will you go on, please. 

[Rosario finding no wap out, falls flat on the 
sofa.] 

Maria Pepa. [Running to her.] She has fainted. 

Dona Barbarita. [To herself.] Thank God ... I 
was afraid that it wouldn’t occur to her. 

Emilio. Don’t faint! 

Pepe. Don’t be a fool. 

Emilio. Tell us what has happened. 

Dona Barbarita. Keep away from her — let her be. 
When a woman sees fit to faint . . . there’s no more to 
be said. 



ACT II 


The Scene is the working’^room of the novelist, Luis 
Fehpe de Cordoba^ It is a room with bright walls, and 
a great deal of light which comes in by two large windows 
with balconies; it is furnished with much comfort, but with- 
out any pretensions to fashion, A big writing table — not 
a desk — is placed near one of the two balconies, on it the 
disorder of a table where anyone works; sheets of papers, 
books, periodicals, and reviews — among them three or four 
foreign ones — of fashions and women's affairs. Near the 
other balcony is a typist's table, with its typewriter and 
sufficient work ready on it, shorthand tablets, papers ready 
for the machine. Nearly all the left wall {except the space 
where a door opens on ike inside rooms) is occupied by a 
wide and comfortable dimn* Near it there is another small 
table, also full of books and papers; but in perfect order. 
Over the divan are some small pictures and a little mirror 
of porcelain or carving; the only one there is in the room. 
On the right wall there is another door which is supposed 
to lead to the vestibule, and by which people coming in 
from the street enter. The rest of the wall is occupied by 
a low bookcase, full of books; on the top of the bookcase 
some well-chosen china. On the walls some few good 
modem picldtres and old engravings. On the big writing- 
table a gold fish bowl with gold fish swimming in it. On 
the floor, before the divan the working-table and the typisfs 
table are bright coloured rush mats. There are some very 
comfortable English chairs and armchairs. 

On the rising of the curtain Irbnb and Don Juan are 
dkcotrered^ the secretary, is an attractive girl of 

twenty-two. She is wearing a simple tcMor suit and a black 
apmn . Don Juan is a gentleman of go, well-dressed 

ntgt 
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and rather foolish. The secretary is at her table, putting 
her notes and papers in perfect orden Don Juan walks 
up and down while he is talking. Although he is paying a 
visit, he has neither hat nor stick, because he has left both 
of them in the kalL 

Don Juan. Our distinguished novelist is a long time. 

Irene. [Very occupied,] Yes. 

Don Juan. Do you know where he has gone? 

Irene. [Still very occupied,] No. 

Don Juan. Doesn’t usually go out in the morning, 
does he? 

Irene. [Even more occupied.] No. [With a gleam 
of hope,] If you’d like to leave a message — 

Don Juan. I’d rather wait if it doesn’t disturb you. 

Irene. Not in the least. 

Don Juan. [Who is one of those people who cannot 
keep quiet even though they know that they are annoying 
other people by talking.] Is that work you are doing? 

Irene. No. [She has finished, and is now putting her 
papers in orderf\ Work is over. 

Don Juan. For today? 

Irene. For ever and a day. That was my last ‘^ofBcial” 
job. [jRim.] 

Don Juan, ‘'Official”? 

Irene. Well, I must look in unofficially for a few 
days to put the new secretary in the way of things. 

Don Juan. Oho! A new secretary? 

Irene. [Laughing.] Don’t rejoice too ^ soon . . . 
she’s not engaged yet. He put aside a whole lot of appli- 
cations this morning, too* 

[She goes up to the table and puts the books and 
papers in order.] 

Don Juan. Am I likely to rejoice at the thought of 
losing you. Irene, Irene . . . how dare you desert us! 

Irene. [Smiling.] How dare I get married? 

Don Juan. Is he very fond of you? 
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Irene. {Laughing,} Scandalously. 

Don Juan. In the arm5% isn't he? And twenty-four? 

Irene. {Ver^ well cemtent and enumerating preiiil^\\ 
He’s an engineer, he’s very good-looking and he’s an only 
son. Anything else you^d like to know ? 

Don Juan. {Going close to her.} Why wouldn’t you 
marry me? 

Irene. {Moving away from him and looking at him 
with mocking seriousness.} It would have seemed so . - . 
disrespectful. 

Don Juan. What a delicate reminder that Pm too old. 

Irene. {Fery modestly.} Not at all . . . but there's 
a limit even to my daring, 

Don Juan. {Going close to her again.} But tell me — 

Irene. [Moving away from him again and profoundly 
respectful.} Well? 

Don Juan. {Mischievously, pointing to the chair which 
undoubtedly is that of the novelist, and as if he were pres^ 
ent.} Why haven’t you married the ‘‘great man?” 

Irene. [Laughing,] How many more ? 

Don Juan. [Impudently.] Didn’t you ever find your- 
selves falling the least little bit in love? 

Irene. [J little drily, because the conversation is be^ 
ginning to annoy her, but forcing herself to keep up her 
jesting tone.} It never occurred to us. 

Don Juan. Not to him? 

Irene. Not to my knowledge. 

Don Juan. I can’t believe it. For three years you’ve 
been typing out these love scenes for him. 

Irene. Just three years. 

Don Juan. Why, if it was only to get a fresh idea 
or two for them. 

Irene. [Fery serious and annoyed,} Do you mind my 
telling you that the “great man” as you call him, is not 
only a distinguished novelist but a distinguished gentleman 
a$ well . . . who knows the difference between a secretary 
and an . . . 
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Don Juan. I beg your pardon. 

Irene. Not at all. 

IShe gets to the typewriter again,} 

Don Juan, {Incorrigible.} You said you'd finished 
work, 

Irene. {Very drily.} IVe some letters of my own to 
write. 

{She writes molently.} 

Don Juan. You want me to go? 

Irene. {Without looking at him.} I don't think Senor 
de Cordoba will be in before lunch. 

{She continues writing violently and making a great 
deal of noise with the machine.} 

Don Juan* Well, if that's so . . . ^od morning. 
Irene* {Without changing her attitude.} Good morn- 
ing. 

Don Juan* {Hoping even yet to renew the conpersa-* 
tion^} Y^ will excuse me? 

:;feNE., ''GeitEinly* ^ 

Juan. 1 hope you will he very happy* 

JUAif', ^prepm^m,M ':leme, ' be^ M . the door 
rtf, 

# a mm ikm fa# 

, fie k ^mfietek baldp 0 M k 
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[Guillermo does not answer and looks imperturb- 
ably at Irene.] 

Irene. Show her in. [To Don Juan who, as a pre- 
text for wwaitin§ the candidate's entrance, looks front one 
side to another as if in secmcb of something-l If you are 
looking for your hat it is in the halL 

Don Juan. [Ironically. Thank you! 

[He is preparing to leave, seeing there is nothing 
else for it, when Guillermo shows in Rosario, who 
is sky and a little inclined to take Don Juan for the 
novelist. He'd be willing enough, but Irene inter- 
rupts with;1 , 1 , j- 

Irene. Guillermo, please give Scfior Don Juan Meduia 

]hiSLii« 

Guillermo. Si, Scfiorita. [He holds the door for Don 
Juan who goes out, furious with Irene.] 

Rosario. Oh, I r-A«i«l« 

Irene. [ Amiably .} That he was Senor ic C6r^ 

... not he, indeed. Senor de Cordote wont be hM« 
*. . . if you dtm’t mind Do mt ^wn. 

’Rosarxo. [pFkhom Afting Am you i * » 


■$0em .de— * i , ■ 
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Rosario. Sefior de Cordoba? 

Irene. Yes. 

Rosario. No ... is he married? 

Irene. No. 

Rosario. {Wishing to show how casual she is about 
i/.] I admire his work immensely. {She emphasises the 
'"work/'} IVe tried so often to get a picture of him, but 
theyVe not to be had. 

Irene. No, he won’t be photographed. He prefers, 
he says, to have his woman readers picture him each for 
herself, and he doesn’t want to spoil any one of their 
illusions. 

Rosario. Is he so ugly? 

Irene. {With all the indifference of a young lady who 
is going to be married/} Oh no, I shouldn’t call him ugly 
— not bad looking — for a civilian. 

Rosario. He’s not young? 

Irene. Thirty-eight 

Rosario. Is this where he works? What a charming 
room — and so beautifully kept! 

Irene. {Drily/} Yes . . . he’s the untidiest man in 
the world, and the one thing he won’t stand is untidiness. 
That’s where his secretary comes in. He’ll go out leaving 
his writing strewn all over the place, pages unnumbered, 
books on the floor, torn up paper in the drawers and his 
notes in the waste paper basket But when he comes back, 
he likes to find everything just so. Have you ever done this 
sort of work before? 

Rosario. Not just this sort. ^ 

Irene. You’ve been in an oiSce? 

Rosario. I — I saw the advertisement I came with 
a letter. 

Irene. {Interested/} Oh! 

Rosario. Here. 

{She takes the letter which The Aefarition gme 
her out of her bag md offers k to Irene.] 

Jrbnr. Better leave it on the tabic. 
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IShe takes it and puts it there, then, at the sight 
of the handwriting, gives a jump,} 

Irene. Well ! 

Rosario. lAiarmed,} What is it? 

Irene. [Puzzled, looking at the letter and at Rosario.] 
Who gave you this letter? 

Rosario, [A little curtly,} A friend. 

Irene. [Still watching her,} Gave it to you .. . . per- 
sonally? 

Rosario. Yes. Why? 

Irene. I thought I knew the handwriting. 

[She leaves the letter on the table,} 

Rosario. It^s from Don Obdulio Gomez. 

Irene. [Full of amazement.} Then you know . * • 
Sehor Gomez. 

Rosario. Why not? Is it any disgrace? 

Irene. [SmtVmg.} No, of course not. 

Rosario. [Doubtfully.} He told me he was a friend 
of Sehor de Cordoba’s. Isn’t he? 

Irene. His best. [Rosario gives a Agh of relief.} 
By the way, talking of friends, [She sits by Rosario con- 
fidentially.} If you get this place . . • 

Rosario. D’you think I shall? 

Irene. With that letter . . . yes, I think you’re sure 
to. 

Rosario. Oh! 

Irene. Well then . . • look out for that fat gentleman 
I was getting rid of when you arrived- 

Rosari% [Opening her eyes wide.} Did I hear you 
calling him Don Juan? 

Irene. Yes, his name i$ Don Juan and he’s always 
trying to live up to his name. He’ll make love to you 
without ceasing. He’ll bring you sweets, he’ll interrupt 
your work to tell you stupid little jokes . . . But that 
doesn’t matter • . , 

Rosario. [Opening her eyes wide.} Dom%*t it? 

Irbnk; But what does is he has a horrible infiuenoc 
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over Senor de Cordoba. It*s a secret, but youll soon find 
it out. The man^s mad enough about women in real life 
. . • but when it comes to literature he loathes us 
all . . • 

Rosario. Does he? 

Irene. And he plots against us. 

Rosario. How? 

Irene. You’ve read “A Spring Romance”? 

Rosario. Of course. 

Irene. You lemember the girl with fair hair who sells 
carnations and oranges on the banks of the Amo at Flor- 
ence? 

Rosario. [As if she were speaking of her dearest friend 
Bettina? 

Irene. [As if Bettina were her dearest friend tooJ] 
Yes, Bettina Floriana, who falls in love with the hand- 
some English painter — 

Rosario. And then throws herself into the river . * , 

Irene. Because she finds out that he doesn’t love her 
. . . that’s to say he does love her . . . 

Rosario. But he’s married already. 

Irene. Well he was to blame for that. 

Rosario. Who? 

Irene. Don Juan ! 

Rosario. That nasty fat man? 

Irene. [Muck excited.} Yes. The Englishman wasn’t 
married at all to begin with. But he insisted, if you please, 
that it was much more artistic for a rich painter to deceive 
a poor flower girl than that they should get nprried and 
liye happily ever after. 

R<>SaRIO. llndignantty.} And Senor dc Cordoba kt 
himself he persuaded? 

Irene:. Yes . . . and why? Because Don Juan’s a 
and writiss for the newspapers! A triticl [Can^ 
Why fee can’t even speli He sent me a 
on® dayt^id it under the typewriter . * , said 
mf hmids m I kofcsd li^ Cartant mmhh 
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* • • and spelt it with one r. Well, and now — nut con- 
tent with that — he’s trying to have Juamta Lkuna—aie 
}ou reading **The Budding Pomegranate” ^ 

RosariOw In the **R(tnta Grafitd* . . . >es of couise 

Irene. The dunderhead has made up his mmd that 
Juanita . - * you remember she’s studying chemistry — such 
a good idea — because she means to be independent, to earn 
her own living and marry ]^lanano Ochoa — 

RosARia Such a nice boy! 

Irene- But he is determined that she dial! fail in her 
examination and then marry that rich old man who has 
been making love to her for years. 

Rosario. [Horrified.'] Don Indalecio!! 

Irene. [With fatal affirmatinnf] Don Indalecio! 

Rosario* [On fire with indtgnatim.] But it must be 
stopped. 

Irene. Fd like to know, he says, how a girl with her 
head full of poetry and stuff is ever to remember a doeen 
chemical formulae correctly. 

JtosARio. [Combaimef] That’s the sort of silly thing 
they all say, 

Irene, And besides, he asks, what girl nowadays will 
take a poor young man when she can get an old rich 
one? 

Rosario, Disgusting! 

Irene, And, to crown all, won*t it be time enou£^ for 
her to be in love with the youi^ man once she’s married to 
the oH one, 

EosarioI? The man is a shmieless c^ic. 

Irene, So now you see. And next week the 
in which Juanitm deddbs his n> go to press. 

[TerriMg anmomf] Is ^ goiio^ to marry 

the old malt? 

Ijrene- Ilfs still unsettled* Yesterday Seftor de C6r- 
doba gave me two sheets to mw hi whkb she said fm * • * 
bm whm lie $m the essiire^on of my face be told me not 
to go on wli^ 
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Rosario. [With great relief,} Ah! 

Irene. And I simply hate to go away in this uncer- 
tainty. Over poor Bettina — ^u’ell, after all, death’s a 
poetic end, one could make up one’s mind to it. But this 
about Juanita is horrible. 

Rosario. Revolting, 

Irene. [Suddenly seeing the clock,} Oh, good 
heavens — ^half past eleven! Paco has been waiting half 
an hour. 

Rosario. Perhaps Fd better go, too. 

Irene. No, no — Sehor de Cordoba will be in directly. 
He told me to wait till eleven, but he knew I had to go 
then. Would you tell him that I’ll be here by nine in the 
morning. 

[SAe takes off her apron and puts it away; takes out 
a clothes brush and generally puts herself to nghts,} 
Guillermo, I’m going now ! You don’t know what a 
nuisance a wedding is, especially for me. I’ve no mother. 
I have to do everything myself. Paco is an angel and 
helps all he can, but like all men, he loathes shopping. To- 
day we’re going to buy saucepans. 

[Guillermo brings in her outdoor things,} 
Thanks, Guillermo. This young lady will wait. 

Guillermo. Yes, Sehorita Irene. 

Irene. If Don Juan comes back before Scnor de Cor- 
doba does, don’t let him in. 

Guillermo. No, Senorita Irene. 

Irene. If the printer sends* ... the proofs are on 
i3ie table. 

Guillermo. Yes, Senorita Irene. 

Irene. Don’t forget to change the water for the gold 
fish, 

[Guillermo through this has waited on Irene 
tike a perfect mlet^, handing her hat, pdl, glopes, para^ 
sol, bag, etc* She goes to the gold ^th,} 

Irene* [Puifting her hand on the glass globe,} Poor 
thinp! I hate to leave you, too. [To Rosario,} 
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But >ou’ii take good care of them, won’t >ou? Thej- 
only eat flies, meet tomorrow. 

Rosario, Thank you so much. 

Irene- And I trust >ou about Juanita. I think you 
can save her. 

Rosario. [Fired with excitement.} Do you? 

Irene. Yes, 1 do. [AMysterwusly.} Tomorrow I 
will tell you why. Good morning, Guillermo. 
depmU.} 

Guillermo. Good morning, Senorita Irene. [He 
notices that Rosario is standing hy the gold fish.} Are 
you wondering what the gold fish ,are for, Senonta? 
Senor de Cordoba always has them on his table while he 
woiks; he says that thdr twisting and turning helps him 
to think out the plots of his novels . . . especially the 
love episodes. IPhilosophirally.} Art must find inspira- 
tion somehow . . . and he drinks nothing but water as a 
rule. I bring them their flies every morning ... a bag- 
ful— the boy at the grocer’s catches them for me. [J bell 
buzzes in the distance.} The telephone! Excuse me a 
minute, Sellorita. 

[jfifr goes out* Rosario left alone looks curiously 
about and studies the typewriter with some apprehen- 
sion* Then she returns to the gold fish and says half 
mcomciomly..} 

Rosario. They do twist and turn~«specially in the 
love episodes. 

IfFitkout her hearing him Thb Arrarition of the 
night before comes in* Seen in ike full light be b an 
attractive man^ close on 40* He puts down kb hat 
and sticky closes the door softly and comes over to her 
and says with the most perfect suavity.} 

Tm Arrarition* Do you like gold fish? 

[Rosario turns and sees kim^ md b guke as sur- 
prbed and almost as atsn^med as when he came through 
the vdndmo*} 

Rosario. Oh I 
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The Apparition. [ReassureAly.J Senorita. 

Rosario. [Backing away.'] Don’t come near me. 

The Apparition. [Smiling.] Do you still take me 
for a ghost? 

Rosario. [Passing from fright to indignation.] Don’t 
add mockery to persecution, sir. 

The Apparition. [Bowing with even greater ami* 
ability.] I do most honestly protest . . . 

Rosario. Isn’t it enough to compromise me? 

The Apparition. I . . . ! 

Rosario. What on earth made you throw my slipper 
in at the window? 

The Apparition. You threw my hat out of it. 

Rosario. Because I was sorry you should be going 
through the streets in the rain with nothing on your head. 

The Apparition. [Bowing, very pleased.] Thank 
you . . . and I could not bear to think of the little foot, 
companion to that merciful hand, unshod. 

Rosario, I had to pretend, and tell lies . . . and even 
to faint. 

The Apparition. Was that very difficult? 

Rosario. [Muck offended,] 1 am accustomed to speak- 
ing the truth. 

The Apparoton. I have heard that women sometimes 
do. 

RoSAmo. [With immense dignity and emphmismg the 
mme mth a certain contempt,] Sehor Don Obdulio 
Qon» p . [He starts at the name, then recollects and 
recopert Mmelf.] I think that you have mnm very mfe- 
tskktsi Hem i^ut women. 

Ttim Apparition. tMeelly.J Possibly. 

RpSAisIC^^ much the superior person,] You seem 

k ftatters a woman to parsemite her , . . 
[Interrupi^ng her, with a certain seri* 

^ . you have used that won! twice 

|i^ p0f^ Aa a# I m eoimeriicd it k quite 
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Rosario. ! ! ! 

The Apparition. Even at the risk of accusing you of 
... I am sure the most pardonable vanity . . . i protest 
that I have never had the least intention of persecuting 
you. 

Rosario. {In a challenging tone, I Do you mean to 
tell me that you didn’t come today knowing t*hat I should 
be here? 

The Apparition, {Meekly.l Yes, I can’t deny that. 

[Rosario makes a gesture equivalent to '^There, you 
seer] 

The Apparition. I expected ... if you insist upon 
greater exactness, 1 hoped that you would be. Are you 
offended? You have a most offended air, but somehow 
I don’t believe you are. starts to protest, but his 

mischievous, insinuating voice checks her. I But what 
would you have thought of me if, when Fd met you so 
romantically, I had by the next day forgotten all about 
it? 

Rosario. {With intense $corn>l Romantically I 

The Apparition. {Good^^humouredly*'] Now don’t be 
a hypocrite. 

Rosario. Sir! 

The Apparition. {Going up to her with an agreeable 
^calinerie** as if her indignation was nothing at alUl Can’t 
you imagine how easily in a tangle of hair black as a 
black cat’s « • . 

Rosario. {VnaHe to resist i>.] Such an ‘Infernal 
tangle” of liairl 

The Apparition. {Continning, as if he had not noted 
the aggressme tom of the mterruptiou^l . . . one’s heart 
ms^ be cau^t, for all that one twists and tmm 

RosarKi# {Ber eyes straying to the gold fish.'} Twists 
and turns ♦ * « 

Tm APPARmoN^ ^ . trying to esca|?e fern th^ 

snaiav titat one ircaBy wants % perhapsu 

ItoSAlda. IW & a , 4 t saom as she seents the merest mhii 
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of a declaration in the air, feels apparently that she is be-- 
having like an idiot.] Please don’t talk like this . , . 

The Apparition. [Going a little closer and speaking 
in an insinuating tone, half tender, half mocking^] Not 
that you really want me to either. 

Rosario. It is most insulting. 

The Apparition. You know you really are a terrible 
dragon. How is a man to guess that you’ll take a few 
casual compliments in the course of a friendly conversa- 
tion so seriously as this? What would happen if any- 
one started making love to you? 

Rosario. [Desperately disillusioned at this and at heart 
disappointed^ In the course of — 

The Apparition. But you don’t take them seriously 
. . . or did you? Oh come now, you don’t think I’m 
so simple as to fall in love with a woman just from seeing 
her with her hair down. Hardly! 

Rosario. [Now really on the point of throwing some- 
thing at him.] You dare say that to me . • • you dare re- 
mind me of that! 

The Apparition. I, also, am accustomed to speaking 
the truth. 

Rosario. [With immense dignity.] Leave this house 
immediately. 

The Apparition. [With mock resignation.] Good 
heavens! Last night by the window . . . this morning 
at least it’s by the door. But do you mean to spend your 
life in ordering me out of the house? 

Rosario. Certainly, if you spend yours coning in when 
yoti are not asked i 

[He goes towards the door, then as if he could not 
bring himself to leave without a humble protest] 

The Apparition. Women are so ungrateful. 

RoMRIO. [Fallmg into the trap.] What have I to be 
gmtcfui to you for? 

The Apparwioh. The first real thrill of your life. 
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Rosario. [Contemptuously.} Seeing you jump through 
that window. You flatter yourself. 

The Apparition. [With affected modesty.} Not be- 
cause it was me you saw . . . 

Rosario. [Childishly.} I wasn’t in the least thrilled. 
The Apparition. [Trapped in his turn.} Then, what 
in Heaven’s name would thrill you Fd like to know. 

Rosario. [Pleased to have exasperated him, even a 
little.} When I know I’ll tell you. Perhaps it does take 
more than one has imagined. 

The Apparition. [Sarcastically appealing to the 
Heavens.} Save me from the innocence of young ladies 
who read books like “A Spring Romance!” 

Rosario. [She shows the first signs of a serious attack 
of nerves.} Oh do be quiet ♦ . . and go away. [He 
grows a little alarmed, puts down the hat which he had 
taken up and goes towards her. This makes matters worse.} 
Don’t come near me! 

[But he fears she is going to faint and goes nearer 
still.} 

Rosario. If you touch me ... I shall scream. 

[More alarmed still he puts out his arms to support 
her, and at this she does scream.} 

Rosario. Guillermo ! Guillermo ! Guillermo ! 

[GuitLERMO appears, calm and smiling.} 
Guillermo. Did the Senorita call? [He looks alter- 
natively at the ^^Sehor** and the "'Senorita*^ and smiles.} 
The Apparition. Bring a glass of water. 

Rosario. • [Recovering her school-girl dignity.} And 
please show this gentleman out. 

[Guillermo quite dumbfounded can only look at 
*'this gentleman^} 

Don’t you hear me? 

[Guillermo remains speechless.} 

Then will you be good enough to do as I tell you? 
The Apparition. [Coming to the rescue.} He hears, 
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but is in rather a difficulty. For, if he shows me the door, I 
shall certainly kick him down the steps* 

Rosario. [Half comprehending,] You’ll kick him 
down — 

The Apparition. [Smiling.] And we’d be sorry to 
part with each other, Guillermo and I. 

Rosario. [With alarm,] So that you are — ? 

The Apparihon. [Bowing meekly,] , . . and your 
favourite author. 

Rosario. [Amazed,] You? [Then with more wrath 
and astonishment.] You! [In the anguish of disillusion.] 
You! 

[She throws herself in a heap on the sofa. This 
time De Cordoba is really frightened,] 

The Apparition. Guillermo, get that glass of water 
-—and put some orange flower in it. 

[Guillermo goes, De Cordoba sits by her on the 
sofa and soothes her as if she were a child,] 

The Apparition. Forgive me. There, there! And 
don’t cry, please. It’s not worth it. 

[5Ae goes on crying, without answering hut is grow^ 
mg quieter, little by little, lulled by his caressing 
voice.] 

The Apparition. Is it really such a shock? Are you 
so disappointed that the Apparition has materialised into 
. . . me? Do look at me, please, and answer. Come 
now, little Rosario. 

Rosario. [Like an angry child, but taking out her 
handkerchief, to dry her tears, nevertheless^^ Don’t call 
me Rosario. 

The Apparition. I’m sorry, it came so naturally. 
[Guilljkrmo brings in the glass of water and goes 
out again, discreet and nlent,] 

The Awaiuotdn. Drink a Htde water . . * t3iere*s 
mm orahge flower m it. 

Thantes I don't need it* 

l$he gets 
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The Apparition. Where are you going? 

Rosario. ILtke a lost childnl Home. 

De Cordoba. [Getting up still holding the glass of 
water,} No, no, no! Not till you are quite yourself 
again. 

[She has her parasol. He takes it from her. She 
glares at him,} 

De Cordoba. Please, [She faces him aggressively,} 
What will the concierge think if he sees you looking like 
this? 

Rosario. Yes. ... I suppose Fm a perfect fright. 

[Furiously she proceeds to put her hair tidy, and 
has to fling off her hat to start with, De Cordoba 
still clings to the glass of water,} 

De Cordoba. You really don’t need the water . . . 
with a little orange flower? 

Rosario. No! 

[He drinks it off — she sees him in the mirror,} 

Rosario. You do! 

De Cordoba. [Putting down the glass on the table,} 
I tell you you gave me a scare. 

Rosario. [Sarcastically,} Forgive me. 

De Cordoba. [Recovering his slightly mocking cour^^ 
tesy,} I will exchange forgiveness with you . . . and I 
need yours rather more. 

Rosario. Why did you teU me last night your name 
was — 

[Rosario turns on him and they stand face to face,} 

DECoRDdfeA. Obdulio? Alas, it 

Rosario. [Who wishes, at all costs, to go on being 
angry and cant because The Apparition, in spite of every^ 
thing, iS extraordinarily attractive,} Then Luis Felipe de 
Cdrdoba is a fraud you practice on the public? 

De Cordoba. It’s <^led a pseudonym usually. I ask 
you . . . how could a man named Obdulio set out to 
write romantic novels ? Obdulio ! With Gomoz to follow I 
What woman of really refined taste would ever open a 
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book with that on the cover? Think how it shocked you 
last night! 

Rosario. You could at least have told me who you 
were. 

De Cordoba. [Lowering his I didn’t dare. 

Rosario. {^Sarcastically You were too shy? You 
are very shy! 

De Cordoba. I was ashamed to. What! After you’d 
lauded my wretched books to the skies to say, ‘1 wrote 
them?” What an anticlimax! I am only human. I 
really could not bear to have you disillusioned under my 
very eyes. 

Rosario. But then . . . why did you give me the letter? 

De Cordoba. Once again, Vm very human. And I 
was tempted. 

Rosario. {Looking at him askance."] By what? 

De Cordoba. Promise you won’t fly out again. 

Rosario. Don’t be afraid. 

De Cordoba. Well then . . . {While he speaks he is 
stepping backwards and away from her as if he was afraid 
of her.] I gave you the letter because I wanted so much 
to sec you once more. And if last night — the moment we 
had cut ourselves loose ... I’d asked might I call on 
you, you’d probably have said no. 

[Rosario looks at him cryptically^ but says noth- 
inn/,} 

De C6rdoba. And if . . . advertisement for a secretary 
or no ... I had asked you to call on me . . • 

[Rosario gives an indignant epeclama£on.] 

Db C6rdoba. You see! You’d certainly have said no 
— so what eke could I do? 

Rosario. {With a certain soft bitterness.] Having 
got me here though, you don’t seem to mind how dis- 
illusioned I am. 

De CdRDOBA. I mind very much. But ... the fact 
k . - . X thought the horrid business would have been got 
over ^ . I wmeCt at home, you know, when you came. 
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Rosario. Did you think that ly not have the courage 
to come? 

De Cordoba. I was sure that you would. I went to 
the cafe at the corner and waited till I saw you pass. . . . 
Didn’t you find my secretary here? 

Rosario. Yes. 

De Cordoba. Didn’t you tell her why you came? 

Rosario. [Beginning to see the point.} Yes! 

De Cordoba. Didn’t you give her my letter? 

Rosario. Yes! 

De Cordoba. But what did she say when she saw the 
handwriting ? 

Rosario. Nothing . . . the little wretch! 

De Cordoba. Nothing! Good God! [Quite over- 
come by the revelation he lifts hts hands to hts head.} I 
have found a discreet woman. 

Rosario. [Tartly.} A pity to lose her. 

De Cordoba. [Smiling,} I must make a note of this. 

Rosario. Well, I am glad I have helped you discover 
that there was something about women you didn’t know. 
May I go now? Am I calm enough not to scandalise the 
concierge ? 

De Cordoba. Quite. And, therefore, there is now no 
need for your going at all. Please [With caressing in- 
sistence} be generous . . . say you forgive me. 

Rosario. [With some bitterness.} For your practical 
joke? 

De Cordoba. For a harmless bit of fun. I am older 
than you . but there are times when I do badly want 
to behave like a child. Do sit down. 

[Now she obediently does so and he takes her hat 
from her.} 

De Cordoba, Thank you. Do you think you could 
smile? 

[She can^t help smiling.} 

Db Cordoba. Thank you so much. Besides, it was a 
bit your fault, you know. You did seem such a little girl 
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. . , with your hair down . . . and those slippers which 
wouIdn^t stay on. 

'[She frowns.} 

De Cordoba. Don't frown. I know how you dislike be- 
ing treated like a child ... a plaything — an inferior being; 
that — though you may not always look it — ^you are a very 
serious-minded person, an advanced thinker. Well, let’s 
make a fresh start on that basis. 

[He sits at his table in a most business like way. 
She is on the other side of if.] 

De Cordoba. You have most kindly come in answer 
to my advertisement, and we have been more or less intro- 
duced. Or shall we leave that intruding busybody, Ob- 
dulio Gomez, and his confounded letter right out of it? 
Anyhow Luis Felipe de Cordoba has great pleasure in 
asking Senorita Rosario Castellanos this important ques- 
tion . . . Will you be my secretary? 

[At this moment Amalia and Guillermo are heard 
in the hall and a moment later Amalia comes in.] 
Guillermo. But he’s at work 1 
Amalia. Then he can stop for a minute. 

[S'Ae is a woman of thirty, dressed with aggressive 
elegance* Although it is morning she is wearing an 
emggerated hat, and an afternoon dress. She is hand'* 
smne, although one immediately feels that the sguare 
shawl and the high comb would suit her better than 
the hat and frock of a fashionable dressmaker. She 
walks in a little as if the room were her own.} 
Amalia. Well, what happened to you dast night? 
ITken seeing Rosario*] Oh sorry, sorry, sorry! Am I 
iu tJie way? 

(Rorario on seeing her, t^mps up. 0E CdROOBA 
who has received a rude shock, gets up ako, but dom*- 
mOMs the situation almost immediately^^ 

Dwr Guillermo tell you I was at work? 

fiJfeidei between confumn and imper^ 
but ntst witib * ^ . 
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De Cordoba. [Without making any introduction^ 
My secretary. 

Amalia. [Quite indifferent to secretaries.} Oh • . . 
is she? I want a word with you. 

De Cordoba. [To Rosario.] Excuse me. 

Amalia. Come here ! 

[They go towards the window 

Amalia. [Quite good-temperedly.} D^ou think it the 
right thing to keep a good woman waiting supper for you 
till daybreak and never even write her one of the usual 
lies to say you can’t come? Why didn’t you? 

De Cordoba. I was caught in the storm and lost my 
hat. 

Amalia. Well, as long as you’d turned up with your 
head on — but don’t lose that, will you? I shall so miss 
it , . . it’s a handsome head. 

[She taps It with her fan. De Cordoba steals a 
horrified glance at Rosario who is studying the gold 
fish.} 

Amalia. Oh, how cross we are when we’re interrupted 
in the middle of a chapter! 

[Rosario makes a movement to go.} 

De Cordoba. [To Rosario.] Please don^t go yet . . . 
I hadn’t finished. 

[Rosario snatches the hat and parasol wrathfuUy 
and takes up a position where she can look out of the 
balcony.} 

Amalia. But as for me . . . please do. 

De CoRijpBA. If you don’t mind. 

Amalia. I don’t mind . . . I’ll go one better and take 
you with me. Ain’t I forgiving? You cut me for sup- 
per and I ask you to lunch. Hurry up . . . the car’s 
waiting. 

Db C6rdoba. I can’t! 

Amalia. Why not? 

De Cordoba. You know I work all the morning. 

Amalia. Very bad for you. 
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De Cordoba. [Very seriously,^ I must finish what Fm 
doing. 

Amalia. Well, finish, my lad . . . [She drops sud- 
denly in a chairJl 111 wait. 

De Cordoba. How much work shall I do with you sit- 
ting there? Ill come along in half an hour. 

Amalia. Word of honour? 

De Cordoba. [Rather nervous,^ On the word of — 
a novelist. 

Amalia. [Getting «/>.] Ain’t I an angel? With my 
best halo on too! 200 pesetas, straight from Paris . . . 
what do you think of it? I don’t believe a word you say 
and I’m going to pretend I do and leave you to finish your 
chapter* Half an hour? Ill give you three quarters . . . 
and if I have to come back and fetch you, it’s not your 
hat youll lose this time but your hair ... Ill pull it 
out bit by bit. 

De Cordoba. You shall do anything you like. Good- 
bye. [He gets her to the door*“\ 

Amalia, [To Rosario who does not respond Good 
morning. [In the doorway.l Nice manners, hasn’t she? 
Why do you have a woman for a secretary? 

Db Cordoba. Why do you have a man? 

Amalia, Because I can’t spell. But at least he’s my 
brother, 

[She goes out*} 

Db C6rdoba. [jTo Rosario*] One moment. 

[He follows to see her safely away* Rosario furi- 
ously jams on her hat and pulls on her ^oves, semes 
her parasol and» when he returns^ is on her way to 
the door, too*} 

‘Db C6rdoba, [Feigning a seandalmd surprise*} 
You’re going? 

Rosario, [Drily.} Good morning. 

Pb C 6 rdo 0 A* [Putting himself hemeen her and the 
l^nt you’ve given me no answer. 
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Rosario. [Wishitiff to p&ssS\ My answer is good 
morning. 

De Cordoba. [With comic despair.} But IVe no 
secretary. 

Rosario. Let me go . . . please. 

De Cordoba. But who is to type my first chapter of a 
brand new story — such a good story, seething in my head 
— and I’m going to call it ''The Romantic Young Lady,^* 

Rosario. [Unable to conceal her jealous anger any 
longer.} That . . . “lady!” 

De Cordoba. Now I ask you — ! 

Rosario. Then try her brother . . . since he can spell. 

De Cordoba. Little Rosario . . . 

Rosario. Don’t dare call me by that name again! 

De Cordoba. [With humorous inflection.} It’s such a 
pretty name. 

[They might really he two children playing *'tag** or 
"hull- fighting'* because she is always turning about try- 
ing to get out, and he is always putting himself in her 
path, with slow, hut mathematical movements. He 
does not lose his self-possession, but she grows more and 
more upset.} 

Rosario. Let me go! 

[Here she is on the point of getting out; but he de- 
tains her with a question.} 

De Cordoba. Do you know who that was? 

Rosario. [Pausing for a moment, which he takes ad- 
vantage of to obtain a desirable position.} The person, I 
presume ^ou were on your way to last night when you 
unfortunately lost your hat. 

De C6rdoba. And when I’d so fortunately found my 
hat I did not go on my way. Well, who is to be blamed — 
or shan’t we say thanked ... for that? 

Rosario. [Sarcastic and aggressive.} Mef 

De Cordoba. Not precisely the indignant lady that I 
see now before me but — if I may disobey just once . . . 
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little Rosario. But you prefer to be treated as an up-to- 
date woman ! Then cultivate some common sense. 

IShe however taps the ground with her foot and 
looks at him with a dangerous expression,"\ 

De Cordoba. That's the first qualification, believe me. 
My quite friendly relations with Senorita Amalia To- 
rralba . . . professionally known as La Malaguena — 

Rosario. [FuriouslgJ] — don't concern me in the slight- 
est. 

De Cordoba. [Serenely >1 Then why are you so angry? 
Even a fairy princess, you know, straight out of a story 
book and worthy of any man's most loyal love, cannot ex- 
pect a poor novelist, no matter how bewitching the curls 
are, to be faithful and true before he has had even a chance 
of rescuing his hat and losing his heart in the tangle. Last 
night, when I set out to supper, I didn't even know you 
existed. Now — I want you to be jealous ... I love you 
to be jealous. 

Rosario. [Flaming with wrath.J Jealous!!! 

De Cordoba. [Wishing to calm her.] Senorita! 

Rosario. [Wishing to slay him.} Did you say jealous? 

De C6rdoba. [Defending himself.] Not that you 
were — but that I wished you were. 

Rosario. [Stammering and trying hard to control ber^ 
self.} Why should I be? 

De Cordoba. Quite so— youVe no cause. 

Rosario. Fm not talking of that woman! 

De C6rdoba. Ah, but I am^-for the moment. 

Rosario. And I think you're going to lunch yith her* 

Db Cordoba. One should keep one's promise. I made 
it to get her to go. 

Rosario. 1 did not want her to go. 

D» CdRDOBA. You only wish that she hadn't come* 

Rosario^ Hot at alL I am glad that she camel And 
noWj if you please* for Ae last time, before I call for 
help, will you let me go? 

t>M CdtesoBA* But l&tw to feasan* Pretmd* jmt pro- 
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tend, for a moment that you are a strong-minded, cynical, 
up-to-date woman — 

Rosario. \_Apprcaching hysterics again,'] I won^t. 
Very well then, I can’t — can’t if you like . . . and don’t 
want to be. 

[5/ie flings ouU He calls after her, "Rosario! 
Little Rosario.” But the street door slams violently. 
Then he sighs and smiles, first with resignation, then 
with mischief, then tenderly; goes towards the balcony 
and remains looking out on the street, along which it 
may he supposed she is going away from him — all with 
the absorption of the true lover — until she may he 
thought to have turned the corner. Then he again 
sighs and smiles and after ringing the bell seats kim^ 
self at his writing table, Guillermo enters,] 

De Cordoba. Guillermo, I want you to go yourself to 
Senorita Amalia’s and explain why I can’t lunch with her. 
I’ve been suddenly called out of town — I’ve gone already — 
and you might add that, as far as you know, I shan’t be 
back for a fortnight. 

Guillermo. Very good, sir. 

{He goes,] 

De Cordoba. A new story . * . ^^The Romantic Young 
Lady.” — ^No, no — ^too good to write — too good to spoil by 
writing it. 



ACT III 


PFe are at Dona Barbarita*s house again. It is even-- 
ing. The window stands open. Rosario^ her three 
brothers, and Dona Barbarita are present. Dona Bar- 
BARITA is seated tn an armchair near the table, smiling as 
always. She is looking at an iliustrated weekly. Rosario, 
buried in the sofa, wears an expression of profound ill- 
humour, which she tries neither to conquer nor conceal. 
The three brothers once more are all about to go out, but 
this time they are all in morning clothes. Emilio, standing 
near the table, has just finished sealing a letter to his 
absent fiancee. Pepe is carefully smartening himself. 
Mario is by the window, looking out. 

Pepe. [To Mario.] Is it going to rain again to- 
night? 

Mario. I don't think so . . • not a cloud. 

DoSa Barbarita* Nor a breath of air. 

Emilio. If there is a storm itll get cooler. 

Mario. There won't be. 

Dona Barbarita. l^Fanning herself with her netor- 
paper.} One can’t breathe I 

Rosario. [AggressivelyJl Dear grandmamma ... if 
there's no air at least there's lots of cigarette sir^ke . . . 
and the boys enjoy that even if we don’t. \,dni she beats 
the air with her handkerchief.^^ 

Mario. Hullo, how long have you disliked tobacco? 

Rosario. Ever since I first smelt it. 

Emilio. You mij^t have mentioned it earlier. 

Rosario. Who am I to interfere with your pleasures? 
[Mario throws his cigarette out of the window*} Oh, 
pl^ise don't start being unselfish~»<w/ 

SS76 
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[Mario looks at her with amazement, hut sa^s 
nothing. Maria Pepa comes in with a letter^] 

Maria Pepa. A letter. 

Rosario. [Rousing suddenly.] Give it me. 

Maria Pepa. It’s for Senor Pepe. 

[Rosario flings back on the sofa again.] 

Pepe. [Slyly.] Were you expecting one? 

Rosario. I? Who ever writes to me? 

Mario. [Astonished.] My dear Rosario, what’s the 
matter with you? 

Rosario. Nothing. What should be? 

Emilio. [To Maria.] Nothing for me? 

Maria Pepa. Nothing. 

Emilio. Nor by the afternoon post. Sure? 

Maria Pepa. Nothing. 

Emilio. It’s very odd. Two days running ... no let- 
ter! 

Rosario. [Unpleasantly.] Perhaps she has heard how 
well you amuse yourself without her ... so why not with- 
out your letters as well? If I were she Fd throw you over 
tomorrow. 

Emilio. My dear girl I 

[Mario goes to Rosario/ takes her wrist with one 
hand — feels her forehead with the other. 

Rosario. What are you doing? 

Mario. Pulse rapid . . . head hot. I thought this bad 
temper wasn^t natural. 

Rosario. and goes from settee.] So now, Fm 

bad teini^ered, am I? 

Mario. No, my dear, with all your faults you are not 
. . . that is why this exhibition of it alarms me. 

Maria Pepa. It’s the heat. 

Rosario. [Yielding a little.] Fm not ill nor cross 
. . . really Fm not . . . but bored, bored, bored! 

Pepe. Then let’s go out somewhere. Come along. 
What about the Winter Garden? La Malaguena is doing 
some new dances. 
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Rosario. Is she? 

Emilio. Ever seen her? 

Doi5^a Barbarita* Here’s a picture of her. [/« the 
paper she is reading^ 

Three Men. Graceful creature, isn’t she? 

Pepe. I love her. I love her I 

Mario. Yes . . . she has got that spice of some- 
thing . . . 

[Rosario rages but nobody nottces.'i 

Emilio. But they say she’s getting quite spoiled. All 
these painters and writers that crowd round her only make 
her do things that don’t suit her at all. 

Mario. Nonsense . . . she dances better than ever she 
did. 

Emilio. She’s a Spanish gypsy, and while she’s content 
to remain one she’s perfect. But look at her dressed up 
as Madame Pompadour — ^absurd! 

Pepe. Let her dress in a blanket with a rope round her 
waist — ^let some one introduce me to her — that’s all. Now 
do you know why one wants millions of money? I love 
her ... I adore her ... I worship her! When she 
steps on the stage I feel funny all over. Come along, my 
child — ^hurry — ^we shall be late. 

Rosario. [Dri/y.] Thank you-— I think not. 

Pepe. Not/ 

Rosario. If you’re going to swoon with ecstasy when you 
see her I should have to carry you out. 

Emiuo. I’ll help. What a tribute to the lady! 

Rosario. Oh . . . you’re going, too. • 

Emilio. Good! [TAen to Mario.] Aren’t you? 

Mario. Worse luck ... no. I’ye got work to do. 

Rosario. Why don’t I fall in love with a lion comique 
of the musk halls? 

TitRRE Men. IHighly smndalised*] Really, Rosario! 

DoSa Barrajota. Wen, why shouldn’t Omf Bull- 
skgep|» a^rs, dancers have always had great suc^ 
0M with ^ bdiea. 



[ACT III] ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY 279 

, Mario. With a certain sort of lady, no doubt. 

Emilio. A rather foolish, hysterical sort of lady. 

Rosario. I see. If I lose my head over Nijinsky 
that’s hysterics . . . but when you go stark mad about 
Pavlova you’re just three normal, sensible, healthy young 
men. 

Pepe. Oh, it’s quite different. 

Mario. There w a difference. 

Emilio. Which I think I can explain. 

Rosario. [With a grim smile.] Well? 

Emilio. Well — it goes rather deep . . . [He stops, not 
knowing indeed how to go on.] 

Pepe. If we lose our heads . . . [He stops too.] 

Mario. But I don’t admit that we do. We are con- 
scious • • . 

Emilio. It’s the difference of temperament. 

Rosario. Don’t get too tied up. There isn’t any dif- 
ference. But, for all that, you needn’t be afraid ... I 
shan’t make that sort of a fool of myself. Still what 
puzzles me is how a man of real genius . . . 

Pepe. [Bowing.] Thank you. 

Rosario. . . . I’m not speaking of you . . . can go 
mad over a face that — ^well, look, it’s nothing wonderful, 
and a pretty trick of kicking her heeb up. 

Pepe. Well — are you coming or not? 

Rosario, [A little more amiably.] Not. Thank you 
all the same, but I’m tired. 

Emilio. [Insinuatingly.] Did you take too long a walk 
this mori^ng? 

Mario. You were very late back to lunch. 

Rosario. [With renewed tllAiumour.] And last night 
I fancy you were not back at all — ^late or early. 

Pepe. Really, my dear girl — ^you’re impossible. 

Emilio. We’d better be off— she’ll be throwing things 
at us. Good-night, grandmamma. 

[He bids good^night to his grandmother, kissing her 
hand.] 
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Pjspe. Shut the window tight in case the ghost comes 
back* 

Emilio. Yes . . . I’m afraid these nocturnal alarms 
upset poor Rosario rather. 

Pepe. What annoys her is that the ghost didn’t stay. 

Mario. Or abduct her. Remember the Rape of the 
Sabines. The Sabine ladies liked it. 

Emilio. Oh, some fellow came after the forks and spoons 
and made a mistake in the window . . . 

Pepe. And got nothing but Rosario’s slipper I 

Mario. And that he threw back! 

Pepe. Well, it was too large for him! 

[^The three young men laugh heartily J] 

Rosario. Oh, do go away and leave us in peace. 

Mario. I’ll be home early, grandmother. 

Dona Barbarita. Oh yes, you’re a wonderful watch 
dog. 

Mario. Well, you wouldn’t let me tell the police. 

Dona Barbarita. What’s the use? There’s nothing 
missing — ^we’ve looked. 

Emilio. Very well . . . good-night. 

Pepe. Till to-morrow. 

[Emilio^ Mario and Pepe go out.} 

Rosario. iPf^ho has gone sulkily up to the table, and 
picked up the illustrated paper that contains the picture of 
Lfl Malaguena almost without knowing what she is do-* 
mg. All three of them . . • cracked about that worthier 
cr^ture. I detest men! iThrows down the paper.} 
[MarIa Pepa has just come on again.} ^ 

Maria Pepa. Thafs right. 

DoIia Barbarita. iSeverely.} It is very wrong. 

Rosario. [With the air of a little girl who is enjoying 
her own fit of temper.} Why wrong? 

DoSa Barbarita. One doesn’t alter things by hating 
them. 

Rt^RiO. And fe it an inevitable kw of nature that 
^iwe mm idiould be able to poison one’s whole life? 



[ACT ///] ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY 


2S1 


[She sits dowp. near the table, takes a lace^making 
pillow, which is on a chair, and begins to work furi* 
ously.'] 

Dona Barbarita, Is ‘^poison” quite the right word? 

Maria Pepa. They wipe their boots on us. 

Dona Barbarita. And you hold your tongue. You 
know peifectly well that I don’t like to hear women abus- 
ing men. It is exceedingly vulgar. 

Maria Pepa. They abuse us enough. You don’t know 
half the things they say — and none of us know the other 
half. 

Dona Barbarita. That makes it no better. If men 
and women can’t share the burden of life between them — 

Maria Pepa. With the man sneaking out from under 
his share whenever he can! 

[Rosario has been trying to work at the lace she 
has in hand. She now gives it up in despair. Throws 
* the lace pillow violently on the table; the bobbins roll 
about mixing themselves tip."] 

Rosario. I can’t do this ... I simply can’t. The bob- 
bins get mixed, the threads break, all the pins bend! Lace 
making is idiotic work! 

Dona Barbarita. [Severely.’] My dear, this is like 
a spoiled child. 

Rosario. Oh , . . and who am I spoiled by I’d like 
to know? 

Dona Barbarita. By everybody. 

Rosario. I wish I were. 

Dona Barbarita. By me, by your brothers, by life it- 
self. And because in twenty-two years you have never had 
a pain or a sorrow you think you’ve the right to behave 
like a baby when anything annoys you. 

Rosario. Nothing has annoyed me. 

Do^ia Barbarita, That makes it all the worse. 

Rosario. [Sitting down on the sofa and holding her 
head in her two hands.] It’s only that I’ve got a most 
awful headache* 
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Dona Barbarita. [Smiling,} Keep those excuses for 
your husband when you^re married. They don’t go down 
with other women — ^you have no headache. 

[Rosario looks at her a little alarmed, a little 
guiltily,} 

I ask you no questions. But when a girl can’t control her- 
self she had better shut herself in her room and not make 
other people uncomfortable. 

Maria Pepa. [Firing up, as indignant and distressed 
as if she herself were being scolded,} That’s right . . . 
now scold the poor child. 

Dona Barbarita. I am not scolding her. I’m trying 
to teach her to control her nerves — for she’ll need to know 
how. 

Maria Pepa. I like to hear you talk about nerves; if 
I had as many pennies as you’ve had attacks of nerves in 
your life-— 

Dona Barbarita. At the right moment. Never at the 
wrong. 

Maria Pepa. The poor dear child. 

Dona Barbarita. Don’t make a fool of yourself . . . 
and what’s more important — don’t make one of her. 
There’s no need for any one to pity her. 

Rosario. [Suddenly showing both good temper and 
good sense,} I’m sorry grandmamma, Fm a fool . . . and 
unjust . . . and ill-tempered. 

MarIa Pepa. Oh, well ... if you’re going to call 
yourself names — I 

[Rosario smiles affectionately at MarCa Pepa. 
Then sits down at her grandmother* s feetTwho strokes 
her hmr soothingly*} 

DoflA Barbarita. You’d better go to bed — you said 
you were rired. 

Rosario. But not sleepy — [She looks at the win- 
drow*} 

XhSfA Barbarita. IFollowmg her look,} Well, nor 
am I ... sd let’s sit up together. [To MarIa Pbpa.] 
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You can go if you want to . . • my granddaughter will 
help me undress. 

Maria Pepa. [Touchy, as always^] And I should like 
to know why I must be supposed to get sleepier than you! 
But, of course, if I’m in the way — 

Dona Barbarita. Sit down then • . . and don’t talk 
nonsense. 

[Maria Pepa sits down agatn^ There is a silence, 
Maria Pepa yawns, Rosario sighs, 2 

Dona Barbarita. Won’t you read aloud a little ? 
That would distract our minds. What about the novel 
we began the other night ? 

Maria Pepa. [With profound contempt^ The one 
about the painter man who made a fool of the girl that sold 
oranges and she having no sense at all threw herself into the 
river? What’s the use of a book like that? Pages and 
pages to tell me something that I can learn much better by 
sticking my own nose any day I choose into any corner of 
this miserable world. There was Encarna, the porter’s 
daughter, taken in by just such another man . . . not a 
painter, he taught the piano, but it’s the same thing. Ofi 
he went after a while and left her with something to re- 
member him by. She didn’t throw herself into the river 
because it’s only a foot deep, but she drank half a bottle 
of disinfectant — and the wonder is that she and the baby 
were saved. Now that’s true and the book was only lies! 

DoiJa Barbarita. Have you quite finished talking non- 
sense? 

RosarkH No ... I think you’re right, Maria. Novels 
are lies — and then men who write them laugh in their 
sleeve at m — and themselves, too. 

DoSa Barbarita. What do you know about it, my 
dear? 

Rosario. [With sentimental bitterness I should if I 
were they . . * at such fools of women. 

MarIa Pbpa. Well, if you’re not going to read 1*11 
put out the light. They keep telling us to save all we 
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can — and the metre ticks it up like a taxi-cab. RIoonlighl's 
cheap — [She turns out the lighU There is a bright moon.J 
' — and good. 

[There is another silence.] 

Rosario. Too hot to sleep! 

Dona Barbarita. Shall we tell a rosary? 

[S/tf tabes out her rosary and, at that moment in 
through the window flies a mans straw hat, falling at 
their feet.] 

Rosario. Ohl — ^what’s that? 

Maria Pepa. [Picking it up.] A hat! 

Rosario. [Very agitated, hut mischievously satisfied for 
all that the adventure is not over.] Well, now we shall 
see! 

Dona Barbarita. See what, my dear? 

Maria Pepa. But there^s no wind tonight. 

Rosario. [Frightened for her secret.] Still — oh better 
shut the window, perhaps. 

Dona Barbarita. Do nothing of the sort. Let them 
climb up and come in. Then we shall know what this 
is all about. 

Maria Pbpa. Come in! And we have our throats 
cutl Therc^s not a man in the place. 

Rosario. Come in . . . no! No! 

[Outside is heard the noise of someone climbing.] 

DoSa Barbarita. Sh! They are climbing up. 

MarIa Pbpa. Help! Help! 

DoSa Barbarita. Be quiet. 

Rosario. Shut the window. 

DoSa Barbarita. Leave the window alone* 

MarIa Pbpa. Help~thievcs— police! 

[Looking in her terror for something to protect her* 
self with she seizes the ""^sheep dog'* paper weight from 
the tabie and hurls it through the window fust as a 
mmVs head appears there. It catches him full on the 
forehead. An estclammhn follows that sounds very 
Uie a cune* Then sHeme.] 
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. Dona Barbarita. Now, what have you done? 

Maria Pepa. IProudiy.} I threw it at him. 

Rosario. At who? 

Maria Pepa. How do I know . . . ? But it hit him 
hard ! 

Rosario. Oh, my God! 

[She drops on the sofa, half fainting — the two others 
go to herJl 

Dona Barbarita and Maria Pepa. What’s the mat- 
ter? 

Rosario. Nothing . . . that is . . . [Seizing her 
grandmothers hand.'] Grandmamma, there’s something 
I’d better tell you. 

Dona Barbarita. Yes, my dear, yes. [Theuj to get 
rid of Maria Pepa.]^ — ^Now, you can shut the window. 
[Maria Pepa, fully aware that she is being got out of 
the way, does so.] 

Rosario. Grandmamma . . . last night .... 

[At this moment there is a loud knocking on the 
street door.] 

Maria Pepa. Someone at the door? 

Rosario. The door? 

Dona Barbarita. Obviously. 

Maria Pepa. It’s the police. 

Dona Barbarita. That’s all you’ve done by screaming. 
Maria Pepa. Shall I go? 

Dona Barbarita. Of cnurse — and turn on the light, 
Maria Pepa goes and in a moment her voice is 
heard distressful and alarmed; also De Cordoba’s.] 
De C6rdoba. There’s nothing wrong, I assure you 
. . . nothing at all. 

Maria Pepa. Holy Virgin! 

Do^a Barbarita. Whatever is the matter? 

Rosario. [Calling.] Maria Pepa! 

[Mar! A Pepa appears again — her eyes starting.] 
Rosario. Who is it? 

DoS A Barbarita. Is it the police? 



286 


ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY {ACT HI} 


[Maria Pepa shakes an agitated kead,^ 

Rosario. Is it — the thief? 

Maria Pepa, [Bursting into speech.] 1 don't think 
he is. It's ... a gentleman! 

Dona Barbarita, Show him in. 

Maria Pepa, Oh, he's coming in! And don't be 
frightened. The poor thing ... is wounded. 

Dona Barbarita and Rosario. Wounded? 

[Dona Barbarita and Rosario hurry impulsively 
to the door, much alarmed but before thty can reach 

De Cordoba appears qmte at h%$ ease^ as usual. 
In one hand he has a handkerchief with which he 
staunches the wound in hu forehead; in the other the 
sheep-dog.**] 

Db Cordoba. Nothing serious, dear ladies . . . please 
don't be alarmed. A slight contusion from this little 
^'objet d'art et vertu" which came flying out of the window 
as I was passing by . . . and which I now have the plea- 
sure of returning to you — intact. 

Dona Barbarita. The “sheep-dog!" [Reproachfully.] 
Maria Pepa! 

Maria Pbpa. [/u extreme affliction.] Don't say any- 
thing more to me. I feel dreadfully about it. It was 
sure to be that nasty animal, too ... the first thing that 
came! 

[Db C6bdoba shows m sign of knowing Rosario 
who having given m exclamation^, almost of triumph^ 
on his appearance, now maintains an impersonal sh 
lence,^ 

Db C6iw>»a* I hope you will forgive my intruding on 
fm m i3m rather tmconventional way, but . . . 

DoflA Barbarita. [Very distressed.] But it is we 
Mt0t your Dear me! you are bleeding 

dreadfully 

Dr WcE # . . hi ym had a b& of court 

EARBAitfyA* fimim do* Well tafce more 
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care of you than that* Sit down, please. Maria Pepa, 
bring me some hot water and some lint and a bandage. 

[Maria Pepa ^oes out,} 

Dona Barbarita. Child, don’t stand there like a statue 
. . . come and help. 

[SAe says this, while through her glasses, she is ex- 
amining De Cordoba’s wound,} 

De Cordoba. [With a twinkle.} 1 do hope I haven’t 
alarmed her. Is she very easily upset? 

[Rosario makes an angry gesture, but approaches.} 

Dona Barbarita. The hair will have to be cut. I’ll 
get my scissors. 

[She goes out quickly. As soon as they are alone 
De Cordoba seizes Rosario’s hand.} 

De Cordoba. Little Rosario . . . are you still angry at 
me? 

Rosario. I consider you utterly contemptible. 

De Cordoba. With my head cut open! 

Rosario. I didn’t cut your head open. But what else 
did you deserve? 

De Cordoba. [Half jesting and half supplicating.} 
Rosario! 

[Maria Pepa enters with a beautiful antique sUmr 
water basin and jug, and a basket with bandages, gauze, 
cotton wool, etc., and puts it all on the table. DoSa 
Barbarita comes in after her with a pretty scissors- 
case, a little silver bowl, and a small bottle of col- 
lodion. Everything is very dainty and pretty, as is 
usual^with old ladies who don*t any more have any- 
thing but details to live for, and who have always been 
accustomed to an infinite number of feminine refine- 
ments.} 

Dona Barbarita. Now — ^let us see! . . . Water, 
Maria Pepa! 

[MARfA Pepa pours some water from the silver jug 
into the basin and comes up.} 

Child, you cut the hair. Your eyes arc good. 
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[Rosario seizing the scissors which her grandmother 
ghes herj and treating De Cordoba’s head with no 
great respect, cuts off a large lock of hair*} 

Dona Barbarita. [Scandalized.} My dear . • • not 
all that I 

De Cordoba, [S/y/y.] Her hand is shaking. No 
wonder! What a shock to you all! 

Rosario. Not in the least, thank you . . * but your 
hair is so . . . 

De Cordoba. Tangled . . . infernally tangled. And 
it never used to be. 

Dona Barbarita. That’s all right ... I can manage 
now. [She puts Rosario aside and sponges the wound.} 
Now a little collodion. [She applies a little,} Does it 
smart? 

De Cordoba. [With an eloquent gesture.} Doesn’t it! 

Dona Barbarita. All the better. Now the bandage, 
child. There — the scar will hardly show. 

[Rosario has watched his sufferings with great com^ 
posure, ignoring completely his appealing /oo^r.] 

Maria Pepa. [With deep sympathy,} Think if it had 
been on the nose! 

Dona Barbarita. [Washing her hands and drying 
them with a towel,} Now would you like a comb and a 
looking-glass? 

De C6rdo«a. [Rising,} No, indeed. Fve given you 
quite enough trouble for this evening. But if I might 
call on you at a more reasonable hour — 

DoiJa Barbarita. Why of course! But we must in- 
troduce ourselves. I am Seflora de Castellanos. ♦ 

De C6rdoba. And I am Luis Felipe de Cdrdoba. 

DoSa BaR3ARITA. [With great surprise,} The 
writer? 

Db CoimOBAw [Bowing,} Yes. 

Dc#a Barbarita. [Looking at Rosario.} The fa- 
author of Spring Ronmnce.^^ 
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[On hearing this Maria Pepa stares at him as if 
he were a prehistoric animaLJ 

De Cordoba. Am I famous? 

Maria Pepa. Wasn^t it he wrote that beautiful story 
about the painter and the orange-girl? And you said you 
were dying to know him. Now I see him I don’t won- 
der. 

[Rosario thus appealed to is covered with confusion* 
But De Cordoba bows his acknowledgments to Maria 
Pepa.] 

Dona Barbarita, [Scolding her good-naturedly 
Maria Pepa! 

Maria Pepa. Well, he’s very handsome. I'm old 
enough to be able to tell him so, God knows. 

Dona Barbarita. Take all this away. 

[Maria goes off with the bowl, jug etc*, smil- 
ing sweetly upon De Cordoba who, when she has 
gone puts his hand to hilt head and reels slightlyJ\ 

Dona Barbarita. What is the matter? 

De Cordoba. Nothing — I’m a little giddy. 

Dona Barbarita. Of course . . . the blow and the 
loss of blood. Sit down — ^just keep quiet. 

De Cordoba. Oh, Sefiora! 

DoS A Barbarita. I’ll get some brandy — 

Rosario. I’ll go. 

Dona Barbarita. No, stay where you are — I have the 
keys. 

[She goes out* Once more De Cordoba seizes Ro- 
sario's kand *1 

De CdtoOBA. Let me kiss the hand that wounded me. 

Rosario. It was Maria Pepa’s. 

De C6rdoba. [With ironical patkos*^ I’d sooner think 
it was yours. 

Rosario. I mightn’t have aimed so well. 

[DoSa Barbarita comes back with a little de* 
cgnter of brandy and a glass.l 
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Dona Barbarita. Here is the brandy, 

{She gives him some.] 

De Cordoba. So many thanks! Excellent brandy! 

Rosario, [Sarcastically,] You prefer it to water? 
. . . with a little orange flower in it? 

Dona Barbarita. [Alertj but not knowing what on 
earth she means,] My dear! 

De Cordoba. I much prefer it. [Smiling.] And, for 
the future, FlI keep some in my study for the benefit of 
nervous, highstning visitors. 

Dona Barbarita* Ah! • . . do many ladies come to 
call on you? 

De Cordoba. [Modestly,] Quite a number. 

Rosario. [Aggressively,] Actresses , . . and people 
of that sort? 

Dona Barbarita. [A little scandalised.] My dear 
child! 

De Cordoba. [Smiling,] An actress will drop in some- 
times. 

Dona Barbarita, Wcli> do you feel better? 

De Cordoba. Much better, thank you. Well enough 
to take my leave. 

Dona Barbarita. No, indeed . * . I insist on your 
resting a little longer. 

De C6rdoba. Oh, but — 

DoSa Barbarita, And, my child, I think well all 
have some tea or some chocolate and cake, Maria Pepa! 
[MarIa Pera appears so quickly that she could only 
have been just on the other side of the door,] 

MarIa Pepa. Well, which — ^tea or chocolate? ^ 

De C6rdoba. Oh, not for me, indeed! 

DoSa Barbarita. We don’t often have so distingukJicd 
a guest. [Db Cordoba bows profoundly,] And it has 
be^ a most trying tei minutes for us all We AaE be 
the better for a littite lefiesh^^ — dball be. 

ISke sms hmetf in her ehedr* Db CdanoiA ir 



iACT ///] ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY 


291 


standing hy the writing table. Rosario manages to 
say to him sotto voceSl 

Rosario. You’re caught now! Yes, it’s very late . . . 
but you can’t get to the theatre in time to see her new 
dances. Will her picture console you, perhaps? 

[She lays the illustrated paper in front of himf\ 

De Cordoba. Very like her, isn’t it? 

[Maria Pepa has now gone for the chocolate. 
There is a silence.'] 

Dona Barbarita. Aren’t you two going to sit down? 

[They do. And now the air of a formal call supe%^ 
venes^ 

De Cordoba. What a charming house you have! 

DoSa Barbarita. Old fashioned, but convenient. 
This is my grandson’s study. He is a writer, too. 

[De Cordoba throws out a polite **Ah/* although he 
takes no interest in that whatever.’] 

Dona Barbarita. We are all interested in literature 
and great admirers of yours. So, though we’re sorry you 
were hurt, we can’t but be pleased at the chance of meet- 
ing you. 

De Cordoba. Senora, the pleasure is mine. 

Dona Barbarita* But you have paid rather dearly for 
it. 

De Cordoba. Oh, that wound isn’t mortal. [He gives 
a glance at Rosario.] And, even if it were— -**One man 
the less, one flitting ghost the more.” 

DqSa Barbarita. Ah ... I recognise that quotation. 
I have the whole passage in the album I kept as a girl 
written*^ out in the author’s hand-writing. No, I didn’t 
know him personally, but I imitated it from a fa^imilc 
there was in the newspaper. It was quite the thing in 
those days to keep an album and get famous men to write 
and draw in it — you could — 

De Cordoba. It still is. 

DojtA Barbarita. What a nuisance you must find itl 
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De Cordoba. A perfect plague. 

Dona Barbarita. Yes, I feared you’d think so. 

Db Cordoba. But for you . . . Good heavens — ^why 
nothing would give me greater pleasure. 

Dona Barbarita. IDeli^hted.] Child, get my album 
at once. The last verses were written, Fm afraid, in 1865, 
It was still possible then to call me young and golden- 
haired without taxing too much poetic license. 

{^The precious album is produced,] 

Dona Barbarita. Write something romantic in it. 
IVe not lost my love for romance. 

[Rosario puts the album on the table. De Cor- 
doba sits down and she silently hands him a pen. 
They are now hidden from the old lady in her chair.] 

De Cordoba. [S'ofjfo voce, pretending to write.] You 
don’t look nearly so pretty when you’re cross. 

Rosario. I’m glad to hear it. 

De Cordoba. Couldn’t you relax just a little? 

Rosario. No. 

De Cordoba. [Aloud to Dona Barbarita.] Shall it 
be in prose or verse? 

[As soon as she stopped talking, Dona Barbarita, 
overcome no doubt by fatigue, had begun to nod* The 
voice rouses her, but only a little.] 

DoSa Barbarita. Eh? Prose or verse? Prose, if you 
please - . . poetical prose. 

[iSfte nods again.] 

De C6rdoba. If I were you d’you know what Fd do? 

Rosario. [Quite ckildiskly.] Something stui^, prob- 
ably. 

Db C6rdoba. Fd answer yes or no to the <|uestioii we 
left unsettled this morning . . - Will you be my— 

Rosario. [Interrupting him furiously but without rats-- 
mg her voice.] I will be nothing whatever to you. Shi 
Grandmamma! 

Db C6rdoba. She’s asleep. IThen with a good deal 
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of feeling in the 3estf\ And I was just beginning to fancy 
that you might be so much — almost everything. 

Rosario. [Very inconsequentlyf\ Why ^‘almost*’? 

De Cordoba. Do you think that any woman can com- 
pletely fulfil a man’s requirements ... no matter how 
perfect she may be? 

Rosario. Arc you wise then to be so particular? 

De Cordoba. Wise or unwise ... I want you . . . 

Rosario. For a secretary? 

De Cordoba. I want you. 

Rosario. [Looking towards her grandmother in partly 
pretended alarm Good heavens — sh! 

De Cordoba. [Coaxing Won’t you answer? 

Rosario. [Looking at him askance, hut with a little 
smile What salary do you offer? 

De Cordoba. To my secretary. Four hundred pesetas 
a month. 

Rosario. It’s very small. 

De Cordoba. Six hours a day — and quite pleasant work. 

Rosario. But if costs so much to live in these times. 

De Cordoba. If you’ll marry me as well I’ll add board 
and lodging for nothing. 

Rosario. [Very haughtily Thank you, I want noth- 
ing for nothing. 

De Cordoba. Well, I’ll raise your salary. Four hun- 
dred as secretary and three hundred and fifty as wife — 
with board besides — separate board. You might ask me 
to dinner sometimes. I shall ask you regularly on Thurs- 
days and Mondays. 

RosAfio. [With a little quiet and rather happy laugh 
How absurd you are! 

De Cordoba. Thank God! I’ve heard you laugh 
again. Well, will you or not? 

Rosario. [The modem woman with a vengeance 
What guarantee can you give? 

Dk C6RDOBA. For the money? 
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Rosario* {Sentimentally,] That we shall be happy? 

De Cordoba* None. 

Rosario. What? 

De Cordoba. Well, what guarantee can you gire me! 
Happiness, believe me, is a very strange thing. You may 
find it by looking for it, or it may come by pure luck. And, 
looking back you may find you weren^t happy when you 
thought you were ... or unhappy, for that matter, when 
you thought you were either. Guarantees are no good, 
oh yes, I know — people always promise each other a heaven 
on earth. There's no such thing. 

Rosario. {Protestmp.] Isn’t there? 

De Cordoba. In the last chapters of novels . . . 

Rosario. {Resentfully,] Your novels? 

De Cordoba. My last chapters are shockingly bad, 
don’t you think? I’m always too anxious to finish. But 
life’s not a novel. 

Rosario. {Now playinp at distUusion,] Alas, no. 

De Cordoba. But a far better bool; than the best of us 
ever will write . . . such a good story, full of passion and 
thought, full of mysteries and revelation • . . worth liv« 
ing, and better, far better, worth sharing. No, little Ro- 
sario, I csm’t promise you, or you me that love will be 
heaven on earth. But it wiU be life. No more than life 
— ^but nevertheless, I mean weE — ^but Fve lots of faults. 
So have you* ^ 

Rosarki. [A little pemishly,] Of course, I know that 

Dt C6RD0BA.. * . . Or you wouldn’t be human. Well, 
shall we try the journey together? No doubt ire shall 
stumble a bit — and one or the other may fall now and 
than. But that won’t matter, wEl it? If the one that 
h up helps the one that h down. I don’t Aink well both 
ever be down te^ether * . - Aat would be awM luck* 
EoSAaio. {If^kitperhpJ} Yts* 

Pi Cd^sDoBA. We shill have troubles**H?rto hasn’t! 
lurt lau^ at them when Ae/E bear it. We’E work 




